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SN. 


aan the ſeting Clouds we chide, 
e 1 Or bid the rolling Billows ſtay, 
a Like them does Time our Call deride, 

Like them 5 Silence haſte away. 
Yet how unjuſtly we complain 

If we the preſent Inſtant ſeize! 
He wings his fragrant Flight in vain, 

Spight of himſelf awh.le he ſtays. 
Tn ESE + 
If Li- a Paſſage all muſt tread, 

Happieſt who moſt unhecding ftray, 
Who follow where the Graces lead, 

And ſtrow with Flowers a thorny Way. 
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SONG 1. 
1. 
-E T others ſing, in loltier "ny 
The Wanton and the Vain; 
My artleſs Muſe aſpires to praiſe 
Dear Poly of the Plain. 
Tho' poor my Skill, 
My Song ſhall {ti]], 
Pe Palh of the Plain, 
Be Polly, be Ply, 
Be Pell of the Plain. 
II. 
While Vanity admits her Aid, 
Let meaner Beauties ſhine ;. 
Her faithleſs Glare bedims the Maid 
Whom Nature ſtamps divine ; 
Her Pow'r to ſhow, 
She ſent batow © 
Dear Polly of the Plain. 
„ OY 
The Face, the Mien, may Charme dip. n' e, 
: To kindle fierce Defire; 
But Virtue, Modeſty, and Scuſe 
| Mutt gen'rous Love in{pire ; 
Tis theſe that move 
Aly Scul to love 
| Dear Pe. ly of the Pin, 
IV. 
How ſweetly looks the River Ray, 
That cheats the Noon of Night! 
Put when great Phebus g. es te Dar, 
W hat Pow'r has Crnth's 25 Light? 
Thus all the Fair 
_ Eclips'd appear 
By Polly of the Plain, 


* 
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V. 
Tho bleſs the Youth within whoſe Mind 
A happy Paſſion reigns ; 
Yet happieſt he of all Mankind, 
Who Polh's Heart obtains : 
And, in his Arms, 
Enjoys the Charms 
Of Polly of the Plain, 


—— — 7˖— — — — 


—_— 


— —— —_—_—_—_—_ 


8 0 N 6 III. 
1 Ranclagh. By Ar. W. Warrznzap. 
L 


E Belles, and ye Flirts, and ye pert little Things, 
Who trip in this frolickſome Round, | | 
Pray tell me from whence this Indecency ſprings, 
The Sexes at onee to confound ? 
What means the cock'd Hat, and the maſculine Air, 
With each Motion de Gign'd to perplex? _ 
Bright Eyes were intended to languiſn, not Rare, 
And Softneſs the Teſt of your Sex. 
mb | 
The Girl who on Beauty depends for Support, 
May call ev'ry Art to ter Aid: 
The Boſom diſplay'd, and the Petticoat ſhort, 
Are Samples ſhe gives of her Trade. 
But you, on whom Fortune indulgently ſmiles, _ 
And whom Pride has preſerv'd from the Snare, 
Should lily Attack us, with 5 and Wiles, 
Not with open and inſolent Air. 
| ä 
The Venus, Whoſe Statue celights all Mankind, 
:rinks modeſtly back from the View; 
And indly mould ſcem by the Artiſt deliga d 
1 ſerve as a Model for you. 


G6 - ͤ LO Long k 


Then learn with her Beauties to copy her Air, 
Nor venture too much to reveal ; 

Our Fancies will paint what you cover with Care, 
And double each C harm you conceal. 

IV. 

The Bluſhes of Morn, and the Mi Idneſs of May, 
Are Charms which no Art can procure ; 

Ob! be but yourſelves, and our Homage we pay, 
And your Empire is ſolid and ſure. _ 

But if, Amazon-like, you attack your Gallants, 
And put us Fear of our Lives, 

You may do very well for Siſters and Aunts, 
But, telieve me, you'll never be Wives. 


| —— — — wn " R 


SONG iv. 
The RETORT. 
v E Coxcombs nd Be.uxs, and ye grave, wile 


Things, 
Who walk in this frolickſome 1 


185 Pray tell me from whence your Ill- nature could ſpring, 


At once the Fair Sex to confound. _ 
To cenſure thoſe Fair, who are drefſing for you, 
Indeed is unkind without Meaſure; 
| Then teach us the Way, and, O! give us the Clue 
| To hold you, we'll keep it as Treaſure, 
Then teach us the Way, and, O! give us the Clue 
To hold you, we'll kcep it as Treaſure, 
POD | 
The Maid who has copy'd the Statue admir-d, 
And modeſtly turn'd from your View, 
Her have you not left, tho you know ſhe deſir'd 
None other Alliance but you. 
When 


A Colleftion of Sox Gs. 7 
Who has felt your Approach with Warmth like a Jeve, | 
When Venus before him appzar'd, 


The Stare not return'd, when with Ardour ſhe lov'd 
Have you not left her ws unheard. 
en) | 

Your Fan , and Lucy's, and ſome other Name, 

Their Hats we all thought was the Clue, 

Then did we purſue both their Flirting and Fame, 
For Dreſs, and for ev'ry Thing new : 

And have you not forc'd us to have this Reſource 
To catch but one Glance from your Eye, 

For when Murray, Charlotte, or Lucy appear'd, 
Ah! to them how eager you'd fly, 


Be ty'd by their W for ten tedious Rounds, 
On Ranelagh's famous Parade, 


O! how could we forbear, to try if that Snare, 
Would call thee from Jilts and from Jades ? 


But now we'll grow wiſe, and theſe Follies deſpiſe, 
Lead you but to Wiſdom the Way, 


Well hold her as faſt, we']l adore her as much, 
And ſhine like the God of the 1 75 


ON V. 


The M1 STRESS: or, The Force of Beauty. 
Set by Mr. ARNE, Jun. 


E AS E, Damon, ceaſe 8 to be, 

At Wounds for which we en vy thee; 

For who would not be treated ſo, 
Were that fair Hand to give the Blow. 

For who would not be treated ſo, 

Were that fair Hand to give the Blow. 

Were that fair Hand to give the Blow. 


SONG 
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SONG VE: | 
The Forſaken Lover. By Mr. BurGEss, Sen. 
AF T me ye Winds where Woodbines grow, 
here riſing Flowers adorn the Spring, | 
Where gently murmuting Rivulets flow, 


— . 
And plaintive cooing Stock- doves ſing. 


There in the cool, the kind Retreat, 
Far from the Sports which glad the Plain, 
My Silvia's Falſhood I'll repeat, 

And to the ſilent ory complain, 

Then if by Chance the Maid draws near, 

Lur'd by the Muſic of my Song, 
Whiſper ye Gales that ſhe is there, 

And all the tender Strain prolong. 

| III. 

In Notes more moving I'll relate, 
IT 'he cruel Story of my Woe, 
Until the Fair lament my Fate, 

And grieve ſhe'd us'd her True-love ſo. 


SONG-VIL. 
The Lass of the BROOk. 


Xa Brook's graſſy Brink, in the Willows cool 
A Shace, „„ „ ð V8 
The Primroſes preſſing, reclin'd a Fair Maid: 

i She por'd o'er the Stream that limp'd idly along, 

| Well pleas'd ſaw herſelf, and thus turn'd her ſoft Song. 

Well pleas'd faw herſelf, and thus turn'd her ſoft Song. 


ol | 
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II, 


Tho' the "Squire s fine Sweet- heart ſhould look i in the 


Stream, | 


If the Chryſtal tells truly, more comely ] ſeem, 


What's he Daiſy, the Peach, or the Strawberry Dye, 
With White and Red blooming, more comely am I. 


. 
As oft thro' the Church- yard, on Sunday, I tread, 


W ith, Gr, 


While gaping Louts, grinning ver Tombſiones, are 


ſpread ; 


With Raptures they anaile me, I keep on my Way, 


And, down looking, ſeem net to hear what _ ay 


And, Sc, 5 
” 


Each kneeling Swain loudly proteſl 1 am n fair, . 
Vet none can delight me *till Strephon I bear. 
Speed your Search, you fhrill Songſters, | "till "—_— 


you ſee; 


Then tel! him he's Ray” d for be $ ' lays for byn me. 


EY Wied Sc. 


5. 0 N G VIII. 55 
A Favour te, inſcrib'd th the Choice Spirits. | 
I, 


8 Kiek Sue Wellſieet ſet at her Stall, 
Ja fe with Fiſh, the Devil ind all, 


A Monſieur Jean Foiitre in th' Intrim came by, 
At her Fiſh and her Fleſh he both caſt a Sheep's Eye. 


Derry down, down, down, derry down, 
It: 


He Kopp'd at the Stall. — My ſweet prettie Deare, 
Pray vat muſt I give for dis littel Fiſh ere? 5 
I bat Lobſter? (cry'd Sſan) I'll make but one Word, 
a For leſs than a Shilling 1 cannot afford. 


Derry down, &c. | 
B II 


10 4 Colle1ion of Son Gs. 


III. 
Un Schelling! My Deare, parbleu! and for vat? 


For von alf de Mone I've bettre as dat: 


A ha! Jarnibleu! begar it does ſtinke, 
Ere ſmell it yourſelf, Madame, vat do you tinke * 
Derry down, Kc. 
IV. 


Why I think you're a French lying 1 ring Dog. 


One half your damn'd Country wou's jump at ſuch _ 


Prog: 


With Arms ſet a-kimbo then to bias ſhe goes, | 
And bob went the Lobſter full plump 'gaiuſt his Noſe. 


Derry down, &c. 
V. 


Pounrels quevouſetes! ſacre Dieu ! you m Biche! 


T”abuſe Gentlemens dat do come buy your Fiſhe! 


But I navre vill buy von Pig in von Poke, 


My Noſe for me was always mine Co ke, 
Derry down, & c. 
VI. 


With Barley Nab cock'd Sue her Fingers ſhe ſnap'd, 
And pulling his Noſe, a fine Courtſy ſhe dropt: 
What Buſineſs (ſaid ſhe) have Cooks 4 of their Place. 


5 Come Noſe i in your Kitchen — and ſhew'd her fat A—. 


| Derry n, &c. 


SONG IX. 
„ 


O N thee, Maria, while I gaz'd, 


* 


So graceful and fo fair, 
Fach Charm intic'd my tender Heart, 
And ſtole from Heaven a Prayer. 
And ſtole from Heaven a Prayer, 


. 
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IT. 
Then wiſely I indeed reſoly'd 
Too gaze on thee no more, 
But ſoon, alaſs! I found myſelf 
The Fool ] was before. | 


1 o N G X 
By Mr. BE ARD, in Proteus, or Harlequin in China. 
1 


. W H ERE Modes are ſo various, 
And Smiles ſo precarious, 
No Wonder that thou art rejected : 
For Folly and Reaſon, | 
By Turns have their Seaſon, — 


Fey each. in their Turn is negleKted, 
. II. 


The Ladies in wooing, 
So ſoft once and cooing, 
Are buxom and bold to the Lover: 
Each Secret diſcloſing, 
Each Beauty expoſing. 
Their 8 888 Mamma's Choice to cover, 
III. 
The . altered Creatures, 
Now trump up their Features; 
And trip it, and trip it, o pretty: 
While Bloods with broad Staring, 
Long Swords, and loud Swearing, 


Are iaugh'd at by Court and by City, 


SONG 


| | 3 0 ? | | 
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$0 N.6 It. 
By Mr. BEAR D. 
_ 5 
8 1 N SHIN E ſhall ſucceed the Storm, 
Smiling Venus is your Friend : 
Sun- ſhine ſhall ſucceed the Storm, 
Smiling Venus is your Friend: 1 5 . 
| Hymen ſhall his Rites perform, 
Happineſs ſhall crown the End. 


Hymen ſhall his Rites perform, 
Happineſs ſhall crown the End. 
11 
Cupid with his Train appears, 


Loves and Graces ſhall attend, 


Cupid with, Cc, 
Circling Joys ſhall baniſh "OT 


SR Happineſs ſhall crown the F n, 
Circling Joy 85 Oc. 


| Ht 
 Av'rice tries her Scheme in vain, 
Loves propitious vows to rend, 
Av'rice tries, Sc. 
Virtue ſnall the Conqueſt gain, 
Happineſs ſhall crown the End, 
Virtue ſhall, Sc. 


1 5 00 
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SONG XII 
By Mr. BEARD. 
5 I. 
(3 O O D Father be peaceful, your Avarice aſſuage, 
Aſſume other Paſſions becoming your Age; 


| Releaſe your baſe Soul from the old iron Cheſt, 
And melt your hard Heart on FO Daughter's bolt ©. 


. 
IL. 


Do you my young > Bridegroom keep thoſe ſacred Bands, 
Let your Heart ever anſwer the Union of Hands. 
| Re you prompt to learn, never forward to teach, 

Be profuſe of your W be paring of Speech, 

— 

And now Brother Proteus one Lecture for you, 
To Britain return, bid to China adieu: 

Chineſe and Groteſque fo engroſſes high Life. 

Some Lady'll buy 'you, and ſome Lord take your IS 

CHORU-S 
Then let all rejo.ce, with one Heart and Voice, 

A A God has ordain'd it, 

A God has ordain'd it, 
Append, e re the bleſt Choice, 


SONG. XIII. 


N all the Sex ſome Charms I find, 
I Love to wry all Woman- kind; 
The Fair, the Smart, the Witty z 
The Fair, the Smart, the Mitty. 
In Cupid?s Fetters molt fevere, 
I languiſh'd out a long long Year, 
The Slave of wanton Kitty ; 


The Slave of wanton Kitty. 1 
To , MAE 


14 A Cillefiion F$0n G3. 
At length I broke the galling Chain, 


And ſwore that Love was endleſs Pain, 
One conſtant Scene of Folly, 
One conſtant, &c. 

I vow'd no more to wear the Yoke, 


But ſoon I ſelt the ſecond Stroke 


And ſigh'd for blue ey'd Melly, 
And b, = - 


With 'Trefles next of flaxen Hue, | 
Young Jenny did my Soul ſubdue, 


That lives in yonder V alley, 
_ That lives, &c. 1 

Then Cupid threw another Snare, 

And caught me in the curling Hair, 
Of little tempting Sally. 
Of lutle, &e. 


Adorn'd with Charms, tho” blith and young, 
My roving Heart from Bondage ſprung, | 


This Heart of yielding Mettle ; 
This Heart, &c. 
And now it wanders here and there, 
By turns the Prize of Brown and Fair, 
But never more will ſctile, 
But never, &c. 


— 


SONG XIV. 


T OM loves Mary paſſing well, 


And Mary the loves Harry ; 


But Harry ſighs for bonny Bell, 


And finds his Love miſcarry; 


For bonny Bell for Themas burns, 


Whilſt Mary lights his Paſſion: 
80 ſtrangely freakiſh are the Turns 
Of tums in Irclination, 


A collection of SON s. 


Moll gave Hal a Wreath of Flow'rs, 

W hich he, in amorous Folly, 
Conſign'd to Bell, and in few Hours 
It came again to Mally. 

Thus all by Turns are woo'd and woo, 
No Turtles can be truer; 8 
Fach loves the Object they purſue, 

But hate the kind Pur ſuer. 


As much as Mary Thomas grieves, | 
Proud Hal deſpiſes Mary ; | 
And all the Flouts, which Bell receives 
From Tom, ſhe vents on Harry. 
If Oneof all the Four has frown'd, 
Fou ne'er faw People grummer ; 
If One has ſmil'd, it catches round, 
And all are in good Humour, 


Then Lovers, hence this Letlon learn, 
Th, roughout the Britiſh Nation, 

How much 'tis every Ouc's Concern 
To ſmile at Reformation: 

Ar.d {t1}] through Life this Rule purſue, 
Whatever Objects ſtrike ye. 

Be kind to them that fancy you, 
1 — you love may like 5 


15 


SONG xv. 


Fee ye Fair, nor take it wrong, 

If aught too much I do; 

Permit me, while I give my Song, 
To give a Leſſon too: 


Ds. 
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Let Modeſty, that Heav'n-born Maid, 
Your Words and Actions grace; 


*Tis this, and only this, can add 
New Luſtre to your Face. 


5 'Tis this which paints the Virgin Cheeks, 
Beyond the Pow'r of Art; 
And every real Bluſh beſpeaks 

The Goodneſs of the . ; 

| This Index of the virtuous Mind, 
Your Lovers will adore, 

Tis this will leave a Charm behind, 
When Bloom can charm no more. 


Inſpir'd by this, to idle Men 
With nice Reſerve behave, 
And learn by Diſtance to maintain 
The Pow'r your Beauty gave; 
For this, when Beauty muſt decay, 
Your Empire will protect; 
The Wanton pleaſes for a Day, 
But ne'er creates Reſp: Q. 


With this their filly Jeſts reprove, 

When Coxcombs dare intrude; 

Nor think the Man is worth your Love, 
Wo ventures to be rude. | 
Your Charms, when cheap, will ever pal, 
Tbey ſully with a Touch; e 
And, tho' we mean to grant not all, 
We oven grant too much. 


But patient let each virtuous Fair 
Expect the generous Youth, 


| Whom Heav'n has doom'd her Heart to hare, . 


And bleſs'd with Love and Truth; 


For 


A Colleflion of So G8. 17 
For him alone preſerve her Hand, 
And wait the happy Day, 

When he with Juſtice can command, 
And ſhe with Joy __ 


$0NG xvL 


T Seek not at once in a Female to find, 
The Form of a Venus with Pallas's Mind, 
Let the Fair one I love, have but Prudence in View, 
That tho' ſhe deceive, I may ſtill think her true; 
FE _ That the, &c. 


Be her perſon not beauteous, but pleaſing and clean, 
Let her Temper be cloudleſs, and open her Mein, 
By Folly, IIl- nature, nor Vanity led, 

Nor indebted to paint, — Nor indebted to Paint, 
For White or for Red, — For White or for Red. 


| Mey bor Tongue that dread Weapon in moſt of the 


Be employ d to delight us and not to perplex x 
| Let her not be too bold, nor frown at a Jeſt, 


No For . [ _— and Coquets I deteſt, 


Fer Prada 1 deſpiſe, ke. 


May her Humour the Taſte of the Company bit, 
Not affectedly wiſe, nor too pert with her Wit. 


So find out _ Maid that is form'd on my Plan, 


And II love her for ever. — And ['ll love ber * 
—I mean, if J can. — 55 mean, / I con. 


SONG 
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SONG XVIL 


USH about the brisk Bowl, 'twill enliven the 
Heart, 


Whilſt thus we ſit round on the Graſs, 


The Lover who talks of bis Suff rings and Smart, 


Deſerves to be reckon'd an J, an 905 
Deſerves to be recton d an Als 


The Wretch who fits watching his ill gotton Pelf, 


And wiſhes to add to the Maſs; 


Whate'er the Curmudgeon may think of hi mſelf, 


Deſerves to be reckon'd an Afs, &c. 


The Beau, who ſo ſmart with his well powder'd Hair, 


An Angel bzholds in his Glaſs; 
And thinks with Grimace to ſubdue all the Fa r. 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Ass. Sc. 


The Merchant from Climate to Climare will roam, 
Of Creſus the Weaith to ſurpaſs; 


And oft while he's wandring, my Lady at Home, 


Claps the Horns of an Ox on an Als, Cc. 


The Lawyer ſo grave when he puts in his Plea, 


With Forehead well fronted with Braſs; 
Tho' he talks to no Purpoſe, he pockets your Fee, 
There you, my good Friehd, are the Aſs, &c, 


The formal Phyſician, who knows ev'ry In, 


Shall laſt be produc'd in this Glaſs; 


The ſick Man a while may confide in his Skill, 


But Death Je the Doctor a an Ab, oc, 


Then 


” 
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Then let us Companions, be jovi: 1 and gay, 
By turns take the Bottle and Laſs; 
For he who his Pleaſures puts off for a Day, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs, an Ass, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs, . 


* 


SONG XVIII. 
WW HEN 5b by ford Damen, Favella was ſeen, 
1 5 He ſlightly regarded ber Air and her Mein, 
The Charms of her Mind he alone did commend, 
Not warm as a Lover, but cool as a Friend : 
From Friendſhip, not Paſſion, his Raptures did move, 
And he boufted his Heart was a Stranger to Love. 
New Charms he diſcover', as more ſhe was known, 
Her Face grew a Wonder, her Taſte was his own, 
Her Manners were gentle, Fer Senſe was refind, 
Andev'ty dear Virtue beam'd forth in her Mind. 
Still, {ti]] for the Sanction of Friendſhip he ſtrove, 
Ila Sigh gave the Omen, and ſhew'd it was Love. 


Now proud to be conquer'd he fi:hs for the Fair, 
Grows dull to ail Pleaſure, but being with her. 

He's mute, till his Ieart-ſtrings are ready to break; 
For Fear oi offending forbids him to ſpeak 3 

And wanders a willing Example to prove, 

T hat Friendſhip with Woman is Siſter to Love. 


A Lover thus conquer'd, can ne'er give Offence, 
Not a Dupe to lier Smiles, but a Slave to her Senſe; 

s Paſſion, not Wrinkles, nor Age can allay ; 
Since founded on that which can never decay : 

And Time that can Beauty's ſhort Empire remove, 

Incre:fing her Reaſon, inereaſes his Love. 


5 1). £Þ 
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SONG XIX. 


\1D you ſce e'er a Shepherd, ye Nymphs, paſs 
| this \Way, 
Crown'd with Nyrtle, and all the gay 8 of - 
May? 
Tis my Shepherd, oh! bei ing vim once more to my 
Eyes, | | 
From hi s Lucy in ſeatch of new Pleaſures he flies. 
All Day have I travell'd and toil'd v'er the Plains, 
In purſuit of a Rebel, that's ſcarce worth my Pains, 


- in ur ſuit of a Rebel, that 5 ſcarce worth my Pains. 


Take Care, Maids, take Care, when he flatters and 
ſwears, 


How you truſt your own o Ey 65, or believe your on 


Ears. 


Like the Roſe bud in June, ev'ry Hand the. l invite, 


But wound tie kind Heart, like the Thorn out of 
Sight. 


And truſt me, whoe'er mv calle Shepherd detains, 
dhe will find him a eee that's ſcarce worth her 


Pains, | 


| She will find him « a Conqueſt, = 4 


Three Months at my Feet did he languiſh and ſigh, 
Eber he gain'd 1 kind Look or a tender Reply; 


Love, Honour and Truth, were the Theme: that | 


| he ſu ng, 


And he ſwore that his Heart was a- kin to his Tongue; 
Too ſoon I believ'd and reply'd to his Strains, 


And gave him too frank iy my Heart for his Pains. 
And gave we &c. 


The 


5 


of --- 
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The Trifle once gain'd, like a Child at his Play, 
Soon the Wanton grew weary and threw it away; 
Now cloy'd with my Love, from my Arms he does fly, 
In ſearch of another as filly as Il. 
But truſt me, whoc'er my falſe Shepherd detains, 
She will find him a Conqueſt that's ſcarce worth her 


Pains, . 
She will find him, &c. 


Beware, all ye Nymphs, how you ſoothe the fond 
— 


And believe me in Time all the Sex are the ſame; 
Like my Strephon from Beauty to Beauty will range, 


Like him they will flatter, diſſemble, and change; 


And do all we can, ſtill this Maxim remains, 
That a Min, when we've got him, is ſcarce worth 


our Pains. | . 
. That a Man, &Cc. 


——— 


S 0 NG X. 

Ob te!l me 'm handſome, 1 know not how 
true, | „ 
And caſy, and chatty, and good humour'd too, 


That my Lips are as red 2s the Roſe-bud in June, 


And my Voice like the Nightingale's ſweetly in Tune; 
All this has been told me by twenty bbfore, 

But he that would win me muſt fi-tter me more, 
Mußt flatter, mus flaiter me more. 


If Beauty from Virtue receive no Supply, 
Or Prattle from Prudence, how wanting am I;? 


My tafe and good Humour, ſhort Raptures will bring, 
And my Voce, like the Nightingale's know but a 
Spring, 


D For 
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For Charms ſuch as theſe, then your Praiſes give oer, 


To Love me for Life you muſt Love me ſtill more. 
Muſi Love me, muſt Love me fill more. . 


Then talk not to me of a Shape or an Air, 


For Chl;e the Wanton can rival me there; 
Tis Virtue alone that makes Beauty look gay, 
And brightens good Humour, as Sunchine the Day: 
For that if you Leve me, your Flame may be true, 
AndT in my Turn may be taught to Love too, 

May be taught, may he taught to Love too. 


SONG XXI. 


. Kin ev'ry fond Endeavour, 


To reſiſt the tender Dart; 


For Examples move us never, 


We muſt feel to know the Smart. 
When the Shepherd ſ wears he's dy ing, 
And our Beauties ſets to View; 
Vanity her Aid ſupplying, 
' Bids us think *cis all our due. 


Softer than the vernal Breezes, 


Is the mild, deceitful Strain; 
Frowning Truth our Sex diſpleaſes, 
Flatt'ry never ſues in vain. 


But too ſoon the happy Lever 


Does our tend'reſt Hopes deceive; 
an was form'd to be a Rover, 
Fooliſh Woman to believe. 


SONG 


* 
8 
> 
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SONG XXI. 


1. 
ml ES M Clime to Clime my Heart dos rove, 
smells every Sweet, yet dares not love: 
Wit! 1 wanton Beauty often fry d, 


B ut, ah! how vain when ne'er admir d. 


36 
1 ng, T toy, with ev? ry Art, 
i*envade the tender Virgin's Heart, 


In gentle Murmurs tell my Pain. 


But Tears are idle, Vows are va . 
1. 


Ye Gods! am I the Man alone, 


(of Love and Beauty doom'd tie Scorn : 
Muſt ſordid Gold the Mind controul, 
7 Enflve tre Will, and bribe the Soul. 


IV. 


* ich ſtricteſt Scorn T'1l treat the Sex, 


And ne'er with Love my Heart perplex, 
il Cid ſend ſome gen'rous Fair, 


Io este my Grief, and end my Care. 


SONG XXIII. 


* 
S thus the penſive Silvan ſtood, 
And ſighing view'd the refluent Fiend; 
The T ritons gaz'd to hear him mourn, 


And thus reply'd with vocal Horn, 
| / 


F crbear, dear Youth, the plaintive Song, 
Nor blindly cenſure Fate with Wrong, 


> ts 
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Fickle S§trepbon coldly flies, 
And conſtant Amarillis dies. | 


III. 


Forbear dear Youth, the Fla ntive Sour, 


Oc. Sc, 


— 


ä 


8 O Aa G XXIV. 
5 


| W HE N I and my Sa together do A 


The Birds ſweetly wiäſtles, and Lambkins do 
play; 
No Monarch I Envy, no Danger fear, 
And am no more Mortal when Sally is near. 
Itrun o'cr her Feztures with Tranſports of Love, 
And compare them with Angels Cele dial above: 


Tenlarg'd on the B auties and. Charms of her Mind, 


And Vow to be Conftant, if ſhe'll be but Kind. 


And Vow to be C-n.lant, if ſhe'll be but Kind. 


II. 
She he ars my Lov*-ta'e with a ſceming 8 
While in Accents tranſorting the dear Charmer crys, 


Was my Paſſion ſincere, ſhe my Flame wuon'd reward. 
And no Swain but 1) or ; ſhould &er gain her Regard. 


I claſp'd the dea id, call'd the Powers above, 
To witne's cur Ta.toful ; ?rofeirons of Love; 
She bluſhes, an begs I'll no farther purſue, 
And hopes as 1 promiſe, I'l} ever be truc. 
e III. 


Then repeating my Vows, I her Fears ſoon :nnoy; 


When I [wear by bright Heav'n that her Charms can 
| ne'c! cloy ! ? | 
Ob! then we are loſt in Confeſſions of Love, 


And {top but at that whiz ch our Ruin would prove. 


mo 


* 
"1 
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And thus having ſpent our ſhort Time in Delight, 
We part, being forc'd by the black Frowns of Night: 
I blante the dull Moon, who our Terrors begun, 
And wiſh for one Night it would rival the Sun. 


SONG XXV. 
5 E E I . 


J. 5 
H O' Winter's rude Proſpects begin to draw near, 
& nd Flera's gay Beauties will ſoon diſappear: 
While Delia is with me how charming the Scene, 
The Fields and the Meadows ow . with Green: 
| The Ficids, SC. 
The Charms of my Delia will: never decay, 
And when ſhe is preſent December is May; 
Tho” the Raz s of bright Phæbus awhile may decline, 
Her Eyes all ſupply them, and brighter ſhall ſhine, 
III. 


„ Groves, which the Ni gbtingales us'd to reſound, 
* Muſt now all ſubmit to a more pleaſing Sound: 
| Her Voice which ſurpaſſes the Nizhtingale's Song, 
Shall charm me with Mclody all the Day long. 
IV. 
Her Cares ſhall zfford me what Nature denies, 
And each Time I ſee her new Joys will ariſe: 
Inn her Abience alone I ſad ſhall appear, 
n Por bleſt with her Preſence tis May all the Year. 


. 
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SONG XXVI. 
The IN cONST ANT. 

W HEN fiſt I Celia's Face behell, 


Methought her Charms were kill ng: 


All thought of Cle I expel/d, 


To Celia I was willing. 
I. 


I firove to win, but nals ſtrove, 
Her Love and kind Affection: 


The more that ſhe deſpis'd my Love, 


The more I *ſpy'd Perfection. 
III. | 


At laſt by wooing ſhe prov'd ki nd, 


She lov'd me quite fincerely : 


The Thought of Bliſs fill'd up my Mind, 


Since I had gain'd her dea:ly. 
5, 


| But eer a Sane we'd married been 


Connubial ſoys expii'd: 


Our wonted Bliſs cou! 1 not be ſeen, | 


For each, or one, Wes tii'd. 
| | v. 


Time paul'd our Love, all Bliſs was fled, 


We both to part was willing: 
Put had ws lov'd as fartt we did, 
This Parting had been killing. 
1 


Short Time when we had parted been, 5 


To meet did each endeavour: 


Our Loves wes freſh rene w'd again, 


and bapp.cr now than ever. 


SONG. 
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SONG XXVII. 


. : 
Au. cruel "Ra | could you prove, 
More tender, or leſs fair; 
You neither ſhould provoke my Love, 
Nor cauſe me to deſpair, 
Nor cauſe me to deſparr. 
But your Gſembling charming Eyes, 
My eaſ, Hopes beouiles ; 
And tho a Rick beneath them lies, 
1 be tempting Surface ſiniles, 


. 
T0 WW hat vour Sex on o. ars impos' d, 
My humble Love compiv'd : 
Ard when my Secret ] ONTO | 


Trought Modefty 5 = 

Yes fars; faid J, her 1 dans Heart, 
Partakes of my Deſire 1 
But nicer Honour fains the Part, 


To hide th: riſing Fire, 


SONG XXVII. 
Power of Musick. 

5 I. i 
W HO would A or pine with \ Grief, - 


Since Muſick brings a ſure Relief. 
If penſive Thoughts the "Soul alarms, 


They're ſoon repell'd by Muſick's Charms. 
4 II. 


T*ROM Al! the Fair Joquacious Kind 


And if in them you chance to find, 
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1 


The captive Slave forgets his Chains, 
When mev'd by ſweet harmonious Strains : 


Poets to Muſick yield their Bays, 


It's Powers divine ſuch Tranſports raiſe. 


Poets to Muſick, &&c, 


H— — — — Fay 


_> * a 


s ON G XXIX. 
The SILENT FAIR. 


So different is my Roſalind, by 
So diftcrent is my Ro/alind ; 


That not one Accent can I gain, 


That not one Accent can I pain, 


To Crown my Hopes, or ſcoth my Pain. 
SE 


Ye Lovers who can confirue Sighs, 


And are the Interpreters of Eyes : 


To Language all your Looks tranflate, 


And in her Geſtures read my Fate. 
ig II. 


Dught that is gentle, ought that's kind: 


Adieu mean Hopes of being great, 
And all the Littleneſs of Fate. 


All Thoughts of Grandeur J'Il deſpiſe, 


That from Dependance take their Riſe; 


Jo ſerve her ſhail be my Employ, 


And Love's ſweet corny my Joy. 


$ONG 
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"| ON G XXX. 


4 How. ble has my Time been! what Days have 1 
known, 
Since Wedlock's ſoft Bondage made Fey my own! 
So joyful my Heart is, ſo eaſy my Chain, 
That Freedom is taſteleſs, and Roving a Pain, 
That Freedom is taſteleſs, and Roving a Pain. 


| Thro' Walks grown with Wood- bines, as often \ we 
ſtray, 
Around . our Boys and Girls frolick and play; 
Tho' pleaſing their Sport is, the wanton ones ſee 


They borrow their Looks from op Jy ang me 3 
1 borrow, Oc 


5 To try her ſweet Temper of'times am 1 ſeen 
In Revels all Day with the Nymphs of the Green : 
Tho' painful my Abſence, my Doubts ſhe beguiles, 


And meets me at Night with Compliance and Smiles, 
And meets me at Night, S.. | | 


What tho! on her Cheeks the Roſe loſes.its Hue, : 
Her Eaſe and good Humour bloom all the Year thro' : 
Time ſtill, as he flies, adds Increaſe to her Truth, 


And gives to her Mind what he ſteals From her Youth, : 
And gives to her — &c. 


Ye Shepherds fo gay, who make Low to W 
And cheat with falſe Vows the too credulous Fair; 
in ſearch of true Pleaſure, how vainly you roam ? 
To hold it for Life, you muſt find it at Home; 
To hold it for Life, you muſt find it at Home. 


SONG. 
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SONG XXXI. 
An Invitation to the Se RING, 
„ 
{> IVE Ear, O ye Shepherds, the Sprinz's in full 


Prime, 
Let's raiſe gentle Sonnets to the Goddeſs of Rhime; 


Lets raiſe gentle Sonnets to the Goddeſs of Rhime: 


Wnoſe Refidence chiefly's yon ca'm Retreat, 


W here the bloominz young Wood Nympts their 
Love- tales repeat. Z 


Where the blooming young Wood Nymphs their 


Love- tales repcat. 
11, 
Behold yon fair Palace, where Cupid remains, 


W ho faſhions ſtrong Fetters to bind raptui'd Swains ; | 
His Bows and his Arrows, his Quivers and Parts, 


He prepares witleſs Virgins to vanquiſh your Hearts, 


He prepares, &c, 
III. 


But T'!l not regard him when at the next Wake, 


While in the large City ſome Paſtime I take: 

I'll ſteel my fond Boſom againſt Love's Alarms, 

For William was only ordain'd for my Charms. 
Fir William, Cc. oo 


* 


8 z 


Pn 
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| IV. | 
Sh i'd | meet the bravo Hero on A indſor gay Plains, 


V hom Pape ſpears fo well of, in paſtoral Strains : 


TD Pirtic s ſublimer my Voice will I raiſe, 


In Strains as are ſuited to great Hilliam O Praiſe. 


1 Ser al ing, &c, 
. | 
God ſen us a long and a proſperous Reign, 


That France ey nc'er harm us, united to Spain: 


May the Sun ſhine for ever, and Flow'rs lively ws 


On 7Fi!l:am and Edward, on a and our King. 
On William, Ec. | 


8.0 N Nn 
Diſereſs d Shi herd. 


J. 


NI Y Hours, 0 yes Shepherds, pas " ſweetly away, 
IVI When 7% went with me t :1:youUghout the 


woot. Day. 


| She Vas in gocd | 1 Our d, ſo cheat ful and kind, 


No 2 s or Vexations Cer rufff'd my Mind; 

ut ince ſhe has leſt me my Joys are all o'er, 
Nor can | now reſt in Contentment no more, 
Unicfs the dear Wand'rer returns to the Shade, 


To mate a Swain happy who has been long fad. 
II. 


Thale * illos and Hazels which once look'd ſo green. 
Will never no more be ſo beautiful ſ-en ; 


No: wil: the voung Kidlings be half fo much bleſt, 
bes were, when of their ſweet Jeſſy poſſeſt; 

Ile F.clslofe their Sweetneſs, and all the gay Flow IS, 
Are wither'd ard ſaded come } in the Bow' rs, 

The Plains look quite 1 upid as never was known, 


Lecauſe ſhe p e's to the Shades, the gay Town, 
No 
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| TS III. 
No more I'll be Shepherd but inſtantly rove, 


In ſearch of the fa'r one J value and Love, 


The World's but a Deſert at beſt unto me, 

When I am b-reſt my dear 7 of thee; 

My Scrip and my Shue - Hook. 1 won at the Wake, 
Laft Monday thro? Madnefs i in Shivers I break. 

1 hang'd my Dog Tray too, and fled from the Rocks, 
And leſt to "tho Mercy of Wol ves my rich Flocks, 


2. | 
When my Stocks are all vended, areſt out in a fine 
T Cloaths, 
I'll ſhine in the City amongſt the gay "REY 

| Where I ſhall ſee Fe/y and tell her my Mind, 
How I am quite wretched becauſe ſhe's unkind ; 
If ſhe ſhou'd diſpiſe me and ſtill at me frown, 
And ſlight me who once was a Swain of her own ; 
I from a high Mountain will daſh out my Brains, 
And ſo put an end to my Sorrow and Pains, 


] beg all Shepherds ſhould this be my Doom, 

With Lillies and Roſes ye!! dreſs out my Tomb: 
And write ſome ſoft Motto, that ages may tell, 

That the Cauſe of my Raſhneſs was loving too well; 

But ſhou'd ſhe prove kinder each Swain I'll invite, 

So turn all my Sbrrows to Joy and Delight; 

In hopes former Coalneſs at laſt will but prove, 

As ſo many Motives to ſtrengthen our Love. 


? - 


— 


SONG 
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SONG XXXIIL 
Fair SERENA. 


: W HE N Fair Serena in I knew, 


By Friendfhip's Happy Union charm'd 
Taal Joys around me flew, 
And gentle Smiles my Boſom warm'd, 
Inceſſant Joy's around me flew, 
And gentle Smiles my Boſom warm'd- 
And gentle Smiles my Boſom warm'd. 


„ 


But when with fond officious Care, 


| preſs'd to breath my am'rous Pain. 
Her Lips ſpoke nought but cold Deſpair, 
Her Eyes ot Ice thro' ev? * Vain. 


= 


Thus in las s lovely Vales, 


The Sun his genial Vigour yields; 
Reviving Heat each Senſe regales, | 
And Plenty crowns the ſmiling Fields, 


IV. 


When nearzr we approach his Ray, 


High cn the Alps ſtupendous Bow; 3 


Furpriz'd we ſer pale Sin- Beans play, 
On everlaſting Hills of Snow, 


+ SONG 


A 


3 
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S O NG XXXIV. 


COLLIN. 
I. SM 
7 OUNG Clin vorher Day : at Wa * 
Did proffer Ribbons, Gloves, and Cake, 44 
To Molly of the Valley: | 2-7 


But ſhe deſpis'd the artful Swain, 
And threw him back his Gitts again; 

Becauſe he courted Doliy, 

| Becauſe be ceurted . 1y. | 

| | | 

Full ſoon this brisk young J 24 was ſeen, 
At Cudgels on the verdant Green, 

His Feits were all but Folly : 
Necauſe the artful Loon before, 
Had try'd in vain thrice o'er and o'er, 

To Conquer modeſt Dol iy. 
To Conquer, &c. | 
| | III. 


che told him all his Words were Wind, 

And quite deſpis'd him in ler Mind, | 
He then grew Melancholly : | 

To find chat both the Nymphs grew cool, 

And he alas | hid play'd the Fool; 4 
In changing Pell for Del iy. 
In chang mg, &c. 


n 1 


| 1. 
Thus fir'd with Arger at the two, 
He ſwore to Nymph he'd ne'er prove true, 
Nor live the fhilly ſh Hy; 

No more his Mind he'd &er perplex, | 
Eut quite deſpiſe the faithieſs Sex; 

For Sake of Mell and Dolly. 

Fer Sa! 65 &c. | 


Collection , SON 8. 
SONG -XXXV. 


JEes v. 


. 
\ 1] © U radiant Sun triumphant riſe 
And light my Fair one from the Skies, 
W herein the bliſsful Seats above, 
Uarival'd reizns the Queen of Love. 
Unival'd reigns the Queen of Love. 
| * 
Faſte haſte ard wake the fleeping aid, 
Beneath the fra: :rant Hauthorn Shae, 
To Chear my Mind with Love oppret>'d. 
Let her give Joy, or know no Reſt. | 
III. 
Ye Pow' h Divine whoſe conſtant Care, 
Protects ile faithleſs wand'ring Fair, 
Conduct me to thoſe happy Plains, 
V hers cet atle Love and 74 reigns. 
IV 


Cou'd 1 the cruel Charmer find, 
Ccu'd fond Addteſſes melt the Mind, 
In grate! ful Strains my Voice I'd raiſe, 
Such Strains as ſuit my Feſſj's Praiſe. 


— 
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G92! "BR great GeorGE, our King, 


Long Jive our noble King, 
God fave the K ing: 
Send him victorious, 
Happy, anJ glorious, 
Long to reign over us, 
God fave the King, 


So A (Allection V Songs. 


O Lord, our God, ariſe,  - T 
Scatter his Enemies, 1 
| And make them fall: | 1 
Confound th-cir Politics, 1 
Fruftrate their knaviſh Tricks; + 400 
On him our Hopes we fix, 1 
God fave us all, 
T hy choiceſt Giſts in Store, Bo, 
On George be pad to pour. | 3 
Is.ong may he reign ; : at RS 
May he defend our Laws, Oe | 
Anil ever give us Cauſe, | | ] 
To fing with Heart and Voice, 
God fave the King. 8 OY 


SQ N G XSXVIL 


II. F. fn E Britannia, (mile, 
Thy Genius comes again, 
To guard thy fruitſul Iles, 
And thunder o'er the Main: 
Thy gallic Sons diſdain the Ealc, 
Now crown thce Miftreis of the Seas, 
Now crown thee NIiſtreis of the Seas, 


While dauntleſs they advance, 

And hid the Cannon; roar; 

They“ ſcotr Te the Pride of France, 

And ſhake ch' Imperial Shore: 

Dierid ing Trumpets o'er the Waves, 

With Courage never knoyn to Slaves, 
With Courage, Fe, 


The 
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The Deck diſtain'd with Blood, 
The Bullets wing'd with Fate; 
The wide and reſtleſs Flood, 
Cannot the Rage abate; 

In Anſon, and in Warren, wake, 
The Souls of Ruſſel, and of Drake, 
ETD | The Soul "x 


Britcus, purſue the How, 
| Like Sons of Freedom Goht; 
_ Convince the haughty Foe, 
That you'll maintain your Right: 
Defiance bid to France and Spain, 5 
Aſſett your Empire o' er the Main, 8 ; 
Aſſert your Ep ver the Main. 


$SONG XXXVII. 
Baccnuvs's Iꝝvitation. 


55 5 

1 £5 E 2 yn to Bottle, ye Cheice Spirits all, 

1 riſe: O! Make haſte, and attend 10 my 

. 5 

*T.s Bacchus invites you, then Bacehins che; 

O come, come, come, come, come, dee, come, 

CONC Ay. | 

O cem, eine, come, come. come, come, come, ceme away. 
. | 

Let Rur rrals of Buſimeß, and Sons of Jull Care: 

Who 1:1  Sufpence, buch in Hope ing in Fer; 

Ask me i 1 Acc, and Il give them a Bowl, 

N Core! al, as Gods drin k, 10 1048 up ble 8 Sau 117 

OT. | jt 
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V . 
"Tis the Juice of the Grape tha: gives Heat to the Coll, 
(3ood- Nature to Mifers, and Youth to the Old; 
_ IV :thout its Athiltance, loft leature would coy, 
wi; ine prompts us and fue us to Love and to Joy. 
TY: 
Wine makes the Maid kinder and wil! ling to kiks, 
_'T1latlevgth ſhe conſents and conſummates your Bl; 
Sweet Venus is wont cer ſhe leaps into Bed, 
To take a full Glaſs to enliven her Head. 
. V. 

Then ye goo! Fellows all to my Tavle repair, 

And empty the Bottles that ſtand tor you there, 3 
Who flinches his Bumper, or puts by his GE, 

Is not fit for a Wench—I pronounce him an As, 


. — — —— — 


S ON G XXXIX. 


J. 

* OU LD vou b it my Dock, (or the Fault 
I muſt own,) | 

Your Jenny, at laft, is qui te Covetous grown, 

Tho' Millions ot Fortune, thou'd laviſhly pour, 

_ I till ſhou'd be wiretched, if I had not more. 

As gay as J am, I 1 fend half mv Nays, © 

In Dances and (3p'ra 1 s and Plays; 

Their Fate your poor ny with Tears cou'd implore, 
© But, alas, my dear Girl, what are theſe without more, 
III. 

Tis the fame Thing with Pl eaſure, with Money with 

Nen, 
And I think Tfhall never be hap? again; 
I've Lovers and Prater:, and Dangler: good Store, 


Anô vet * ke true Woman, TR f12h for more. 
IV. 
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| OE IV. L 
Mamma, ſhe crys Jenny, why all this ado, 

You may have a Husband, you know, Child, or two 
But I pouted and uhimper'd, and fretted and ſwore, 
That I wou'd not have any, unleſs 1 had more, 

| | A * N 
The Giant, p:or Devil, has juſt now been here, 
And has cfcr'd to ſettle Eight Hundred a Year ; 
But I anſwer's the Witch, as Tonce did before, 
 Yuu know it wo'nt do, S.r, for I muſt have more. 
Tho! the Fool I deſpiſe, ſhou'd beſpatter my Fame, 
Vet I think I'm as wiſe as ſome Folks I cou'd name; 
I but worſhip that Idol which others adore, _ 
For thoſe that have Thouſands wou'd glad y have more. 
Nov in ſpite of this craving, I vow ani proteſt, 
That Avarice ne*cr had a Place in my Breaſt; 
For I ſwear I'd not envy the Miſer his Store, 
Had I but enough for myſelf and one more. 

ES A | 

You wil! wonder, my Girl, who this dear one can be, 
Whole Merit can boaſt ſuch a Conqueſt as me: 
Burt you ſhan't know his Name, tho' I told you before, 
It begins with an M, but I dare not ſay more. 865 


„ 


Love at firſt Sg Lt. 


wW HEN I ſurvey thy matchleſe Face, 
**. Sure never a raptur'd Lover, 
Could in a Nymph ſuch Beauties trace, 
As I in you diſcover, 
(3-2 When. 
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W hen at your Window you appear, 
Bright as the riſing Sun; 
* gaze I ſimple Shepherd here, 
And ſeek to be undone. 
And feck to be undone. 
* 
0 grant at leaſt my charming Maid, 
Your Pity for my Pain: 
And if to love you are affraid, 
Fear alſo to diſdain. 
Fear alſo, & c. 
III. 
Take me my deareſt to thy Breaf?, 
And all my Pains deſtroy ; 
Neflect that I can never reſt, 
While you continue coy. 
Il ile you, Kc. 
„ IV. 
Ta you alone that can proc re, 
A Medicine to remove ; 
The crue! Pains that Dendure, 
From unſucce sful Love. 


Frem unſucceſiſul, 5 


Know beautcous Maid the PER Flo wers, 
By Time and Years decay; 

And tboꝰ you ſli ht your fa; chful W obe rs, 
o Worms you'll be a Prey. 
70 1 orms, Re. 


3 : 


at 4 
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SONG XII. 
UR WILLIE was made a Kirk Elder, 
I wiſh they may na' him ſcorn: 


For now he will ſay us a Grace, 
As long as the Day and the Morn, 


He'll pray for the Downfa' o' the Triſb, 


And the Pride o' the Pope may na' ſtand, 
Na' Deel a Hair our black Gowns is better, 
They eat up the Fat o' the Land. 


IT. 


When WIL ILIE was gean to Communion, 


He met MaGGitr and laid her down, 
He kilted her Coats o'er her Belly, 
Laid her Bible an under her Croun, 


Tf a' the Truth I wou'd tell you, 


Sic Pride as this will ne'er ſtand, 


5 For the Elders they mow a' the Laſſe, 


And that's quite againſt the 8 
III. 


. When Wirt 1x came Hame frae the Preaching, | 


At Eben he fa' to his Prayers, 


He pray'd againſt Biſhops and Curites, 


Prieſts, Monks, and Fryars, 


And a the Reſt of the Clergy, 


That eats up the T'ythes ot the Corn, 


That the Deel he may thruſt out their Een, 


And blaw them ftane blind &er the Morn. 


$0NG 
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SONG XLIL 


The SEx. 


I. 
S Pocky was walking one Midſummer's Morn, 
He ſat him down careleſs beneath a gre*n Thorn; 
He had not fat long *till a Damſel came by, 
To whom Focky ſent forth a languiſhing Eye: 
A languiſh, a ianguiſh, a languiſhing Eve. 


Did you ey ſays the Fair One, a flecc'd brindled 


Ramb, 


With two little Lambkins trot ea ch by their > 1 
= If you did, gentle Shepherd, pray tell me which Way, 


The innocent Rov ers neglectſully ſtray. 
| "If, | 
He told her he fave them paſs haſtily by, 


And make to the Copſe, tho', in Faith, 'twas a Lie: 
The Damſel ſhe curtſy'd, and thank'd with a Bluſh, 


But 2. ſtole aſter, and lurk'd in a Buſn. 
dhe 

_ nd, = 
And heartily curs'd the young Swain in her Mind, 
She found ſhe was trick'd, but alas! filly Maid, 


She knew not the Snare was ſo artfully laid. 
. 


Tbe Shepherd appear'd, and, ſays he, pretty Maid, 
Thy Ewes, and thy Lambkins have happily ſtray'd, 


Then ſprung to her cloſely, and raviſh'd a Kils, 


But the Maiden ſeem'd oy and 875 d he, 'twa : 


amiſs, 
Howe'er, as her Friends little Liberty gave, 
She left her old Gaffar to truſt a young Kare, 
And now tho” her Sh. ep ar all ſafe in the Pen, 
_ dhe viſits the Cople o'er ag .in, and gain, 
| SON 6 


earch'd the Copſe over, tho' no Shecp cou'd ſhe. 
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SONG XLIII. 


„ 
HE Fool thut is wealthy is ſure of a Bride, 
: Fer Riches like TO their Nakedneſs 
) hide; 
n; The Slave that is poor, muſt ſtarve all bis Hie 
In a Batchelor's Bed, without 5 ſtreſs or M. ife, 
In @ Batchelor's Bed, withowu Liiſtreſs or Il iſc. 


— | IE 
In the 200d Days of roar, 

„„ They rieer t:oubled their. Heads ; ; 

% In ſettlinz of Ja inters, 

| -  T'Ir making of Deeds - 

But Adam and Ee, 

When firſt enter'd Courſe, 
E'en took one another, 

„ For better for worſe. 

ſhe 8 | 8 III. 

Then prithee dear Che, 

, ; Ne'er alin to be read z 
Let Love be thy Jo: mer, 
Ne'er n ind n. Eſtate, 

„ > You neer can be poor, 

1d, WW. have all thoſe Charms, 

d, An! 1 ſhall: be rich, . 

When T've you in my Arms. 


SONG 
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SON G XLIV. 
A Drinking SONG. 
Eb. 


O fone petty Sinner go wheedle 5 whine, 


Who knows not the Value of orthodox Wine; 


Pm refelv'd I wii drink on and die, 
I'm retolvd Iwill drink on and die, 


Your Advice may be good, but I've no Time to ſpare, 


Here bring me {ome Wine, 

Here brin: me ſome Wine, I can't poſſibly bear, 
For I'll loſe not a Minute, not I, not I, 

For I ll loſe not a Minute, not I, 

For VII loſe not a Minute, nat I, at L 

For [I'll loſe not a Minute, 8 

For I Il loſe not a Minute, not L, not I, 

For I'll loſe net a Minute, not I. 

J. 

That Werde Bade Alexander by Name, 


Who makes ſuch a Noiie in the Annal. of Fame, | 


Owes it all to the Juice of the Vine; 


pat he might not loſe Time, which he ner cou'd 


retrieve, | 
He had always in Battle a *Squire at his Sleeve, | 
Jo ſupply him each Minute with Wine. 
75 Supply him, &<. 
HT. 
was Wine made the Univerſe quake at his Nod, 


For each Bumper he dravk made hm fight Ike a God 34 


Such Courage did Bacchus inſpire, 
Go wide were his Conqueſt, ſo b..ndlefs his Res. 


That this World for bis Arms was too narrow a Stage, 


Arn be long' d to ſet others on Fire. 
And he lang 4, &c. 


Iv. 


| 
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DD 


Poor totteting Reaſon thou?'t tumble I fear, 


Down tumble thou ſad Antichriftian to Beer, 
And \Nlirth from thy Ruin ſhall riſe; 

If Wiſdom favs, I muſt go fober to Bed, 

I Vow and proteſt Ii be deaf, dumb, and dead, 
If Til &er be fo fowiilhly wile. Eg 
Tf Till ver be, &c. 


„ 


SONG XIV. 


W HEN Britain firſt, at Heav'n's Command, 


Aroſe from out the azure Main, 
This was the Charter of the Land, 
And guardian Angles ſung this Strain: 
Rule, Britannia, rule the Waves; 
Britons never will be Slaves. 


The Nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muft in their Turns to Tyrants fall; 


While thou ſhalt flouriſh great and free, 


The Dread and Envy of them all. 
Rule, Britannia, rule the TVaves ; 
_ Britons never will be Slaves. 


Should War, ſhould Faction ſhake thy Ille, 1 


And ſink to Poverty and Shame; 
Heav'n ſtill ſhall on Britannia ſmile. 
Reſtore her Wealth, and raiſe her Name. 
Rule Britannia, rule the T/avss ; 
Britons never will be S/aves, 
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As the loud Blaſt, that tears thy Skies, 
Serves but to root thy native Oak : 

Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 

From foreign, from domeſtic Stroke. 
Rule, Britannia, rule the Maves; 
Britons never ill be Slaves, | „ 


How bleſt the "RY ebitv'd by Pl” 
In adverſe Days to mount thy Throne! 
Renew thy once triumphant State, 
And on thy Grandeur build his own! 
Rule Bae, rule the Maves: 
Britons n. ver toi be Slaves. 


His Race ſhall long, in Times to come 
So Heav'n ordains, thy Sceptre wield; 
| Rever'd Abroad, belov'd at Home, 
And be at once thy Sword and Shield. 
Rule, Brann, rule the Waves 


SONG XLyI. 


O dear Amaryllis voung Strephon had long 
Declar'd his fix'd Paſſion, and di'd for in "Song; | 
He went one May Morning to meet in the Grove, 
By her own dear Appointme nt this Goddess of Love; 
Mean while in his Mind all her Charms he ran o'er, 

and doated on each ; 3 can a Lover do more? 


bs waited. and waited. then hangier his Straiu, 
"T'was Fury, and Rape, and Deſpair, and Diſdain : 
The Sun was commanded to hide his dull Light, 
And the whole Courſe of Nature was alter'd down- 
right. 
Tuas his hapleſs Fortune to die and adore, 
But never to change; can a Lover do more 


Clara, © 


Fd 
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Clerca. it ws d, was by Accident there, 


No Refo-+us To ten; oting no Lilly {0 fair ; 

He prefer white Hand, next her Lips he aſſer? J, 
Nor wi . lune deny him, fo civil the Maid! 

Her kind! Compliance his Peace did reſtore, 


And des r fmarslis Was "—__ 17 7 Ng more. 


5 O N G xxvn. 


Y- Swains that ate courting a Maid, 
L Bw rnd; and inftrufted by me; 
Tho'-imail Experience I've had. 
Il give you g good Counſel and free 2 
For Women ate changeable Things, 
And ſeldom a Moment the ſame; 
As Time a Variety brings, 
Their Locks new Humours proclaim, 
Their Licks new Humour proclaim. 


Pat e who in Love 1 ſucceed, 


And his Xliſtreſs's Favour obtain, 


Muft mind it as ſure as his Creed, 


To make Hay while the Sun is ſerene; 
Therc's a Scaſon to conquer the Fair, 
And that's when they're merry and gay; 


To catch the Occaſion take Care, 


When 'tis gone, in vain you U aſſay, 
len tis , in vain you'll a", 
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8 N XEVAE 
7 he impartial - viſe, ty. Mr Jolin Arfield, 
E Miſer ſe onely ma, (con ſit at Home, 
1 An Pih raded may rove, 
Then Nladan Ke truſt her dear Varling alone, 
Nor fear ti. ſoft Paſſion of Love, 
| Nor fear the ſoit Paſſion of Love. 
The Gov.rnment kind do provide for their Care, 
That ne Peace their grey Hairs may be crown'd, 
Determ e n'd alone thoſe their Daughters ſhall have, 


Who cgtal ein Riches abound. 


Who equal | in Riches abound. 
11 


* e Laſſes who g nerous Hearts do poſſeſs, 
And (coin any merc'nary View, 
Reſolve then at once that the Man you will þ! ich, 
Who by Merit has ftrove to gain you's _ 
Regardleſs of Intereſt, let burn the bright Flame, 
Since Happineſs you can but have; 
Be conſtant, be kind, be always the ſame, 
And by Gratitude W fond Slave. 
[ 
The Time now's your pwn, nor let it paſs by, 
But ſeize t e iwift Minutes as fl) ing; 
Left gone, you repent you ever. was coy, 
And deipis'd the true Swain for you dying : EE. 
So will Love all the Night, and Peace all the Day, 
Crown with Bleflings your Lite to tue laſt, - 
And envious old Age can never allay, 


Thought enraptur d with Joys that are paſt, 
$ONG 
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$ONG-XUE 
Advice to CVP ID. 


1. 


C UP I D, Gino thou can'ſt 1 not ſee, 


Prithee now be led by me, 


To Minerva ftrait repair, 


And implore her Guardian Care; 


Would'ſt thou make thy Power compleat, 


Lay thy Arrows at her Feet, 
IT. 


Throw each fooliſh Shaft away, 
Or they'll ever go aſtray, 


Beg her to new dreſs thy Store, 


And with Wiſdom Caſe 'em o er: 
. Tipt with Reaſon then they'll fly, 


Nor can ever go awry. 


8 
— — 


ö 


| 


SONG L 


i 
A 3 h there lives whom many a Swain, 
Has f zh'd for oft, but ſigh'd in vainz 
And born the Inſult and Diſdain, 
Of proud, but handſome Melly. 
Of proud, but handſome _. 
The Charms that deckt this fav'rite Maid, 


In Verſe and Proſe were ſung and fa'd ; 
(For Wits will write, and Pcauxs may read,) 


On happy, hap) Molly. 5 
5 III. 
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[TI, 
Too long coquetted the vain Fair, 
Time, that ev'n Beauty ſcorns to ſpare, 


Stole o'er the Eyes, the Cheeks, the Hair, 


Of filly heedleſs Molly. 
. 
Unheeded now at Ball or Play, 


She hates the Pretty, blames the Gay; 
Ah! who one tender Thing will ſay, 


To poor deſerted MHolhh. 
ä 
Yet ſtill ſhe ling'ring haunts the Scene, 


Where once ſhe ated Beauty's Queen 
And ev ry ſimple Heart had been 


The Slave of Tyrant Molly. 
VI. 


| At length, with fruitleſ Hope worn out, 8 


She quits the giddy youthful Rout, —— 


5 And turns ſo monſtrouſiy devout, 


No Saint was cer like _ 


S 0 N G LL. 
The Mayinc. 
B 


$ 1 rambled one Morning a Meying, 
Where the Couſlips and Primroſe were {pread, 


; Your Damon I found too was ſtray ing 


But he ſigh'd, and he hung down his Head, 


1 tun'd up a Love pleaſing Ditty, 


He ftarted and ſprung to my Arms; 
He ſwore that my Sonnet was pretty, 
And faid, he could feaſt on my Charms. 


1. 
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II. 
1 faid that 10. always would flatter, 
And Women too fondly believe ; 
He ſaid I knew nought of the Matter, 
But try him, he ne'er wou'd deceive, 
He ki's'd me while cover'd with Bluſhes, 
Denial I fainl; put n, 
To my Boſom his Hands then he ouſhes, 
\ hite 1 cr) d, ſye Damen have done. 
a 
He ſaid a Green Gown he would give me, 
I vow'd he was fooliſh and rude, 
He did it, and if you'll believe me, 
Might have done it again if he cou'd, 
Jen Maidens come with me a roving, 
DI ſhew you the Place where I lay 
And you? ] find there's no Seaſun for loving, 
Like what | {ave found in the May. 


_ 
8 —}_ 


MATRIMONIAL Drarxzss. 
3 


1 w 0 Lars at a Time are two many for Uk, 
When they're only the Inlet of Strife, 

But few they are found who, tho wiſe, would refuſe 

Io poſſeſs the fair Organs of Life: 

Tet Deafne\ ſome Times of Advantage is found, 

Misfortunes may turn to a Bleiing ; 

For when Nonſenſe diftract, or when Tumults 

 furround, | 


I bey then loſe the power of viſtreſſing. | 


= i - T1: 


'# 

* 
, * 
ko 
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It. 


| Hence I wiſ:ly am taught to be deaf of one Ear, 


While the other for uſe I employ, 


One Gate I ſhut up againſt Trouble and Care, 


And the other keep open for Joy; _ 
When my Conſort begins ber loud Windpipe to clear, 

With a Peal would the World rend afunder, 
deienely I fit and I coek my deaf Ear, CE, 

Unmoyv'd *midft the Roar of the Thunder. 


III. 


| Tother Day comes a Dun, with good Sir ! you well 


„ %%% 
What ſay you? ſpeak louder a little; _ 
You know, Sir, you borrow'd three twelve Months ago, 
Alas! Friend, I can't hear a Title. 


You owe me ten Pounds then louder he cries, 


And repeats it as ſtrong as he can; 


1 point to my Ears, and I lift up my Eyes, 


Till he hardly can think me the Van, 


. . . 

I, as grave as a Don, cry, — My Hearing's quite loſt; 

And my Money, ſays he, too, I fear; 
Pox on him, *tis Folly to talk to a Poſt, 

So he leaves me as mad as a Hare. 


Thus my Life Night and Day in ſoft Indolence flows, 


Scolding, Dunning, nor Brawling 1 fear: 


| Ye married Men all, as ye wiſh for Repole, 


Be ſure to be deaf of one Ear. 


SONG 


ut, 
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s ON 6 III. 
Sung by Mr. Beal RD. ” 


TY 
\O an Arbour of Woodbine ye both wel bi led, 


Soft Leaves for your Pillow, the Graſs for 
your Bed: 


doft Leaves for your Pillow, the Grafs for your Bed E 


Wanton young Sparrows chirp over your Head, 
All under the Greenwood Shade. 
Al under the Cre Shade. 


© 


| When the Moon with pale Luſtre juſt thro! the Grove, 
And Nightingales anſwer the chaſte Turtle Dove, 
The Maid without bluſhing ſhall claſp her true e Love, | 
All under the Greenwood Shade. - 


111. 


Our Pleaſure, quite harmleſs, begins ah the Day, 


Me ever are buxom, we ever are gay, 


No Virgins diſſemble, no Shepherd betray, 


All under the Greenwood Shade. 


Iv. 


Tho? Fre rowns for a while arm the Face of the Pale. 


Yet ſoon our young Lover forgets all his Care, 


For Phillis cries, Do not, oh ! do not deſpair, 
All ander the Sm D Shade. 


SONG 
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SONG. LIV. 
VALENTINE's Day. 


HEN Bluſhes dy'd the Cheeks of Abad, 
And Dew. drops gliſten'd on the Thorn; 
When Skylarks tun'd their Caro:s ſweet, 

To hail the God of Light and Heat, 
| Philander from is downy Bed, 

To fair Licetta's Chamber ſped ; 

Crying, Awake ſweet Love of minc, 
l'm come to be thy Valentine. 
Awake, awake, ſweet Love of mine, 

Jm come to be thy Valentine. 


5 


Soft Love, that balmy Sleep 4 
Had long i her brillian: Eyes, 

W hich, "that z Kiſs ſhe might obta n, 
She artfully had clos'd again: 

He funk, thus caught in Beauty's Trap, 
Like Phoebus into Thetss' Lap, 
And near forgot that his Defign 

Was but to be her Valentine, 


She Rarting, ery'd, I am undone! 
Philander, charming Youth | begone, 

For this Time, to your Vows fincere, 
Make, Virtue, not your Love, appear : 

No Sleep has clos'd theſe watchful Eyes; 
Forgive the ſimple, fond Diſguiſe : ; 
To generous Thoughts your Heart incline, 
And be my faithful Valentine. e 


The brutal Paſſion ſudden fled; © 
Fair Honour govern'd in its Stead; 
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And boch agreed, c'er ſetting Sun, 

Teo join two virtuous Hearts in one : 

| Their beauteous Offipring ſoon did prove | 

The ſweet Effects of mutual Love: 
And from that Hour, to Life's Decline, 

| She bleſs'd the 1 of N | 


s ON G LY. 
The Shepherd” 's Reſolution, 


OUNG Colin the Bl theft upon the 85 Green, 

The Arrows of Cupid defy'd ; 

A Shepherd ſo happy ſure never was ſeen, 

' Heconquei'd each Female he try'd, 

e conquer'd each Female he try'd, © 

Poor Silvia, poor Daphne, poor Chlee, in vain, 
In Hopes to be wedded had tarried, 

| He kiſſed them and preſſed, but this was his strain, 

I'd rather be hang'd than be Married. 
Id rather be hang d, 


3 d rather be * a, than be Married. 


| II. 

How weak TE Refolves when fair Delia he ſaw, 
dne warm'd the cold Heart in his Breaſt 

He look'd and he lov'd, and approach'd her with Awe, 
And ſoſtly his Wiſhes expreſt. 5 

Bright Virtue adorn'd her, he found in the Maid, 

A Charm he before ne'er had parried, 

He ſigh'd, and he trembled, and cry'd, I'm afraid 
'Tis worle to be hang'd than be Married. 5 


Ah! 


| 


4 
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Ah! pitty ſweet Goddeſs ! the Convert you've made, 

To Hymen our Vows let us pay; 5 3 
No, live an Example, the Shepherdeſs ſaid, 

And teach all your Sex to obev, _— 
The Youths and the Laſſes, thus jeer the poor Swain, . 
Now where's the proud Heart that you carried, 

And fighing, he utters alone on the Plain, 1 
Te Powers, Oh! let me be Married. Et 


— 


SO NG LVI. 
5 W HAT Cato adviſes, moſt certainly wiſe is, 
5 Not always to labour, but ſometimes to play 
To mingle ſweet Pleaſure with Scarch after Treaſure, 
| Indulging at Night for the Toils of the Day: 
And while the dull Miſer eſteems himſelf wiſer, _ 
His Bags to encreaſe, while his Health does decay; 
Our Souls we enlighten, our Fancies we brighten, 
And paſs the long Ev'nings in Pleafure away. 


oa . 
All chearful and hearty, we ſet aſide Party, | 
With ſome tender Fair the bright Bumper is 
crown'd; _ 1 
Thus Bacchus invites us, and Venus delights us, 
While Care in an Ocean of Claret is drown'd: 
See here's our Phyſician, we know no Ambition, 
But where there's good Wine and good Company 
„ 1 found ; | EDS 
| Thus happy together, in ſpite of all Weather,  _ 
Tis Sunſhine and Summer with us the Year round. 


6: # 
in, 1 
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He W pleaſing is Beauty, how ſweet are the 


Charms, - ö N 
How delightful Emb races, how peaceful her Arms 


Sure there's nothing fo eaſy as learning to Love, 


For 'tis Beauty that conquers and keeps the fair Field, 


'Tis taught us on Earth, and by all Things above; 


And to Beauty's bright Standard, all Heroes muſt 


„„ 


2 —— 


— 


SONG LVII. 


WI TH Horns and with Hounds I wa ken the Day, 
And hie to my Woodland-Walks away 


Ituck up m Robe, and am buskin's ſoon, 


And tie to my Forehead a wexing Moon; 


I courſe the ſſeet Stag, unkennel the Fox, 


And chace the wild Goats o'er Summits of Rocks: 


„ "With Shouting, and Hooting, we pierce thro'the Sky, 


And Echo turns Hunter and deubles the Cry. 


— — - 


-$ ON G- LAX. - 


L Y ſwiftly ye Minutes, 'till Camus receive 
F The nameleis ſoft Tranſports that Beauty can 
| ive; | Oe 

The Bowl's frolick Joys let him teach her to prove, 
And ſhe in return yields the Raptures of Love, 
And ſhe in return yields the Raptures of Love. 
Without Love and Wine Wit and Beauty are vain, 


All Grandeur inſipid, and Riches a Pain. 


FT 8 The 
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The moſt ſplendid Palace grows dark as the Grave, 


Love and Wine give, ye Gods! or take back what 1 
| ye gave, 1 3 „„ FE. 
Love and Wine give, ye Gods! or take back what 1 

8 * „„ 8 : | | 5 
SONG EX 


| ow Phebu ſinketh in the Weſt, i 
Welcome Song, and welcome Jeſt ; | 


Midnight Shouts and Revelry, 
_ Tipſy, Dance, and Jollity : 
Braid your Locks with roſy Twine, 
Dropping Odours, dropping Wine, 
Braid your Locks with roſy Twine, 
Dropping Odours, dropping W ine. 


Rigour now is gone to Bed, 
And Advice with ſcrup'lous Head; 
Strict Age, and ſour Severity, 


With their grave Saws in Slumber lie. 
With their grave Saws in Slumber lie. 


SONG LXL. 

0 | "HE lazy Morn as yet undreſ f,, 
My bleoming Nymph breaks from her Eaſt, 
Runs Uſher to the Sun in haſte, 1 


Who Phillis takes for Venus. 
no Phillis takes for Venus 


m. 


A Collecbia of SON 
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Triumphant now the ſhrill Cock crics. 
And warns the lab'ring Swain to riſe; 
The waking Swains ſtart with Surpriſe. 


And blels the N ame of 1 3 
e 


III. 


| The Birds their Mattins then began, 


And whiſtling Winds all Nature fan; 


Tho awaken'd Earth pours forth on Man 


The Odours of my Phullts, | 
+ aa &c. 


IV. 
From out theit Be ds the Flow' rs ariſe, 
And tow'ring emulate the Skies; 


And he that for their Colour vies, 


Muſt view the Cheeks of Phillis. 


The Sun amaz d at Pow'r ſo great, 


At leſt appears in all his State; _ 
But ſhe withdrew her pow'rfull Heat, 
So kind was charming Philli. 
„ So king, &c. 


. - Th, 
Pleasd with the Spot, the judg'd it right, 


*  Recall'd her Beams, yet made no Night; 


And left the Sun, her Curate Light, 
To own the Pow'r of Phillis 1 8 


s ON 


59 


My 25 view, &c. 


G- 
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8 0 N Lxn.. 
The ea ald 


Sung by Mr. Howagp. 
5 


0 101. Wine is alone the brisk Fountain of 


M irth, 


W hence Jolity iprings, and bieden lan Birth: 


What Mortal, ſo happy as we who combine, 
| And fix our Delia hi in the Juice of the Wine? 
No Care inte:: vp!s when the Bottle's in View. 
Then Glaſs after Glatz my Boys let us purſue. 
Ny Care interrupts, when the Bottle's in View, 


Then Ow" oe er Cl, my Boys lets ws pu fue. 
: 


Our Laws are dur own, Bot euforc d by the Crown, 


And we ſtand to them fair, 'till we fairly fall down: 
At Acts of Repe>ls we diſdain to repine, 

Nor grudge any Tax, but the Tax on our Wine, 
To Cæſar to Bacchus our Tribute is due, 
Then Glaſs after Glas my Boys let us purice, 

To _ dec. 


. 

His W a G grave here may reve] and roar, 

he Lawyer ſpeak Truth, who neer ſpoke ſo before, 
Ie Parſon here ſtript off his Prieſthovd's Diſguiſe, 
And Chloe ſcorn'd 1 


So Glaſs after Glaſs my Boys let us purſue. 
The Huband, &c. 


N 


over get drunk and grow wiſe, 
The Husband may learn here to combate the Shrew, - 
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IV. | 

The Chace of the Bottle few Accidents wait, 

We ſeldom break Necks, tho* oft crack a Pate, 

If Wars riſe among us, they ſoon again ceaſe, 

One Bumper brings Truce, and another brings Peace, 

'Tis this way alone we Life's Evils ſubdue, 


Then Glaſs after Glaſs my Boys let us purſue, 
775 this . 8 


. 
2 — 


1 0 N 6 LXIII. 


1 4 
1 IS World is in, | 
On which Mankind engage, 
And each act his Part in a Throng: 
But all is Confuſion, 
Meer Folly, Deluſion, 
And Faith nothing elſe but a Song; ; 
A Song, a Song, 
And Faith * 9 but 0 Seng. 


The Parſon ſo 3 
Says your Soul he will fave, _ 
And point the right Way from the wrong, 
After piouſly teaching, 
And long winded Preaching, 
: He puts off his Flock with a * 


5 
The Docter + PL 
You with Bolus ad Pills, 


With Aſſurance to make you live long; 
But believe me tis true, 
The Guineas in View, 


And the Reſt i IS all but a Song. 


CCC 


62 A Colletion of 80 N GS. 


IV. 

The Surgeen ſo bold, 

His Lancet doth hold, 

And laſhes your Body along ; "I 
Small Wounds he enlarges, 
To ſwell up your Charges, 

His Art like the Reſt is a Song. 

. V. 4 

| The Soldier he rattles, 

Of Seiges and Battles, 

And Actions that he's been among. 
His Preferment and Spirit, 
Are both like his Merit; 

You ſee they are bags for a Song. 


The Maſter he a | 

See the Clouds how they riſe ; 

Up aloft my brisk Lads it blows ſtrong , 
| Boy make us ſome Flip, 

And I'll warrant the Ship, 


Will ſoon reach her Port is his Song. 
VII, 


Vers'd in Quirks and in Quibbles, 

The Lawyer he ſcribbles, 

And moves his mellefluous Tongue; 
*Twixt a Demur and Vacation, 
Hel raiſe Expectation, 

Then ſink your Eftate to a Song. 

VIII. 
The Merchant is bent, 

On his Twenty per Cent, 

To him Journal and Leidger belong; ; 

Commiſſion with Charges, 

His Profit enlarges, ö 

"TW his Balance may end i in a Song. 
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IX. | 
With Ponder and Lace, 
And effeminate Face, 
The gay Fop behold ftrutting along; 
Juſt arriv'd from his Traves, 
At nothing he levels, 
But juſt at a Dance and a Song, 


Tbe gentle Caquet, 
She's all in a Fret, 
In tle Morn if her Toilet be wrong; 
The whole Day the will paſs, 
To conſult her dear Glaſs, | 
And at Night die away 1 a Song. 
XI. 
The ſurly old Frode, 
She will ſay | vou're rude, 
For the Bliſs tho ſhe ſecretly lor E ; 
But take her aſide, 
' You may manage her Pride, 
And her Virtue bring _ to a n. 
The Courtier he ſmiles, 
At the Time he beguiles, 
And feed you with Promiſes long; 5 
He ſqueezes your Hand, 
And calls you his Friend, | 
Tho he means nothing mow than a Song, 
A 
Then let us be jolly, . 
Drive hence Melancholly, 
Since we are brave Fellows among 
Taſte Life as it paſſes, 
And fill up our Glaſſes, 
And each honeſt Blade ling a Seng. 


V? 
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S O N G. LXIV. 


W H E N firſt I fa f fair Fanny s Eyes, 
With Wonder and Delight, 
I Thought the Sun forſook the Skies, 

She ſhone ſo heavenly bright. 

She ſoone J. heavenly bright. 


II. 
Thy lovely Cheeks of Roſe at Hue, 
Biffusd a Bloom ſo red; 
Which did in Luftre far out glow, 
The Roſe's bluſhing Shade. 


| III. 
But for thy kill ng Shape and Air, 
What Painter can expreſs ; 
Sboud they attempt thoſe Charms y: * weary 
; 1 hey d ſhew your Beauties . „ 


| IV. 
The Hand cf ſome diviner Pow! r, 


Such Excellence muſt draw; 
Which at thy Birth one bliſstu] Hour, 
Beſtow'd the Worth I ſaw. 


A Nymph fo fair will never dwell, 
Unſought in Bromley's Shade; 

For Gods and Angels muſt rebel], 
And ſnatch to Heav'n the Maid, 


SONG 


Collection of SONGS 


7e PLAIN DEALER. 


Set by Mr. Cuxris, Jun, 


ILL tell you what, Dear Beth, 
= I own you're wondrous pretty ; 
Town, I own, 5 
Town, you're wond'rous pretty ; 
Ao 

FPoour elegant Dreſs, 

And that you're paſſing witty, 

And that you're, and that you're, 

And that you're, paſſing 2 5 wy. 


But let not Vanity fool ye, 
For I muſt tell you truly, 
J Sree 
To worſhip your Pride; 
My Will is fo _—_ 5 

I'm not the Fool you'd have me, 
No Tyrant ſhall enſlave me; 
No Female alive, 
Me e'er ſhall deprive, 

Of Liberty Nature gave * 
Tho' Beauty at firſt inclin'd me, 
Good Humour alone muſt bind me; 

So if you think fit, 
| Your teaſing to quit, 
A faithful Lover you'll find me. 


SONG 
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SONG LXVI. 
| The RESOLVE. 


AM confrm'd a Woman can, 
Love this, or that, or any Man ; 
This Day her Love is melting hot, 
To-morrow ſwears ſhe knows you not. 
| To-morrow fevears ſhe knows you not. 
Let her but a new Object find, 
And ſhe is of e Mind; 
Then hang me Ladies at your Door 
If cer J doat up-n you more, 
77 cer I doat ayes you more. 


= © 

| Yet ſtill PI love the Fair one, why ? 
For nothing but to pleaſe my Eye; 

And ſo the fat and ſoft kinn B 
“II flat ter to appeaſe my Flame; 
For her that's muſical ll long, 
When I am fad to ſing a Song. 
* * me Ladies, &c. 


„ 
T1! give my y Fancy Leave to range, 


Through every Face, to find out Change: 
The Black, the Brown, the Fair ſhall be, - 


But Obj ccts of Variety; 

III Court you all to ſerve my Turn, 
But with ſuch Flames as ſhall not burn; 
Tor bang me Ladies, &c. 


SONG 


_ „ et. 
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SONG LXVIL 


: I. 
> 80 brightly ſweet ber Nanny's Eyes, 
Their riſing Beams diſplay, 
That like the Sons of India, 
Me Even dread the coming Day. 
For if her morning Rays with ck - 
Unuſual Vigour ftream, 
How will the wondering World withfland, 


Her full meridian Beam ? 
II. 
If now ſhe innocently kill, 
With an unaiming Dart ; "Be 
_ Who can refift her when with Skill, 
She levels at the Heart? 
Since with each Smile the pretty Nah, 
Now captivates the Senſe ; 
What, when her Beauty's at the Height, 
Will be it's * ? _ 


— 


— 


8 0 N G LXVIN. 


Faxxr. 

O Fanny fair 1 would impart, 
The Cauſe of all my Woe; 

That Beauty which has won my Heart, 
_ dhe ſcarcely ſeems to know. 
Unskilb'd in Arts of Womankind, 
WVVithout Deſign ſhe charms; 

How can the ſparkling Eye be blind, 
Which every Boſom warms, 
Thich every Beſom warms, 


68 alen Sone 
. | 


She knows her Power, *tis all Deceit, 
Her conſcious Bluſhing ſhows 
That Bluſhing to the Eye more ſweet, 
Than opening budding Roſe. 
But the delicious fragrant Roſe, 
- That charms the Senſe fo much, 
Upon a thorny Brier grows, 
And wounds whene'er you touch, 
And wounds, _ 7s 
I. 


So when [ firſt beheld the Fair, 

With Raptures I was bleſt; 
But when I would appreach too near, 
At once I loſt all Reſt: | 
Ttr enchanting Sight, the ſweet Surprize, 
Prepar'd me for my Daom ; 
And one cold Look from thoſe bright Eyes, 
Would lay me in my Tomb. 

Wiuld 225 &c. 


SONG LXIX. 
Mor Ir. 

1 
N O more filly Pipe be thy Jonas addreſt, 

To ſooth the dull Ear with a flattering Teſt, 
Tune thy Lays to the Love that inflames my fond 
, Brealt,- 
And ＋ Shepherdeſs' Charms, who deſerves them the : 


For a bonny ſweet Laſs is my Milly, 
Fora bonny Lo Laſs is my OT” 


n. 
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Her Eyes, midſt the Bloom that her Fach doth adorn,- 
| Shew like Dew-drops beſpangling the lowery Thorn; 
Her Hair like the Beams that firſt gild the freſh Morn, 
And her Teeth like my Flock, with their Fleeces juſt 
horn. i e 15 
Such a bonny, & c. 


As cloſe by her Side on my Bagpipe I play'd, 

Where Sweetbrier and Woodbine united their Shade, 

thought 'twas the Buſhes ſuch Fragrance convey'd, 
Put found it the Boſom of that lovely Maid, 

Such a bonny, &c. 5 

Seek no more in Woods mid the muſical Throng? 

What Notes to the Lark or the Linnet belong; 

Her Voice when ſhe ſpeaks is more ſweet than their 
What rapturous Muſic then melts from that Tongue. 

Such a bouny, &. Fro 


When I breath'd my ſoft Paſſion with many a Sigh, 
And paid my true Vows, how unfeigned her Reply; 
With a Heart ſo ſincere that ſpeaks forth from her Eye, 
She knows no Deceit whoſe Looks will not lie, 
Such @ bonny, &c. b | 
Then my Shepherdeſs dwell in this Boſom ſecure, 
No Time can &er change, no Pleaſure allure; 
The Flame in this Breaft, fo conſtant and pure, 
Muſt burn ever bright, while this Life ſhall endure, 
Such a benny, &c. | 5 
. Go M | $0 NG 
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SONG LXX. 
Ronin Hoop. 


_P ”_ BrarD. 


So blith we'll wake, we'll wake the Morn, 
So blith we'll wake the Morn; 

And thro” the wide Foreſt of merry Sherwood, 
We'll wind the Bugle Horn, 


Nell wind the Bugle Horn. 
. 


The Sheriff attempts to take bold Rebin Hed, 
Bold Robin diſdains to ly; _ 
Let him come when he will, we'll in merry Sherweed, ; 


Or vanquiſh Boys, or die. 
. 


3 Our Hearts they are out, and our Bows they are good, 
q And wel] their Maſter k now; 
| They' re cut in the Foreſt of merry Shertoed, 
=» And ne'er will ſpare roo 
i V 
Our Arrows ſha!) drink of the Fallow Deer 5 da. 
We'll hunt them all o'er the Plain; 
And thro? the wide Foreſt of merry Sherws:d, 
No Shaft ſhall fly in * 
Brave Scarlet and Jobn, who were never ſubdu'd, 
Gave each his Hand fo bold; 
We'll reiza thro” the Foreſt of merry Sherwod. 
What fay my Hearts uf Gold, 


SONG 


s blich a as the Linnet 5 in the Green Wood, 7 
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SONG LIXXI. 
De Ros Es. 

Sung wo VERNON, 


z G O lovely Pair of Roſa go, 
This clad in Scarlet, that in Snow; 

Go ſay to my ungentle Fair, 

If on your Form ſhe deigns to gaze, 
You dare not hope to rival her, | 

Or match the Glories of your Face: 

Or match the Glories of her Face. 
But that you're humbly ſent to prove 

A Youth undone, a Youth undone, a Youth undone, 
wy Beauty and ker Love. 


. I. 


The ſickly White i in this pale Roſe, 
My wan and meagre Looks diſcloſe ; 
But that which ſhines ſo fiercely bright, 
Whoſe Head in painted Flames aſpire, 
And bluſhes ſo with purple Light, 
It ſeems to ſend forth real Fire, 
Tell her that Roſes ruddy Fires impart, 
The Flames her Eyes have kindled in my Heart, 


8 O N 6 LXXII. 
Curio confin'd. 


H E winged Boy in wanton Flight, 
Deſcending from his airy 1 * 
"a Panthea's Boſom fled, 
To make her en Neſt . Bed. 


II. 
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„ 

Her ſofter Boſork gently roſe, 

Seeming to court him to Repoſe z 

Neſtling he folds his Wings to creep, 


Between her Breaſts—then falls * 
| | III. 


Pleas'd, tranſported with the Joy ! 1 5 | 


She ſmil'd at the deluded Boyz | 
While buſſy Thoughts and Hands prepare, 


Cloſe to cake the Wand'rer . 
| IV. 


She takes a various colour'd Braid, 

Of Scarlet, Gold, and Purple made 

And ah! hard- hearted, cruel ſhe, 

| Pinion d the 1: tile Deity. 
S. 


Then for a Biibe to let him go, 
He gave his Quiver and his Bow ; 
Nor can he greater Triumphs boaſt, 


Than that his Arms to her were loſt: . | 
VI. [ 


- And now thoſe Shafts are his no more, 
His Bow's no longer in his Power; 
Pantbea alone commands Loves Darts, 


She charms all Eyes, and wounds all Hearts. | 


SONG LXXII 


'E 
I N c E Wedlock's in Vogue, and ſtale Virgin 
„ deſpis'd, | 
To all Batchelors greeting, theſe Lines are premis'd ; 
Tm a Maid that would marry, ah! could I but find, 


(I care not for Fortune) a Man, a Man to my Mind. 


(T cart not for Fortune) a Man to my Mind, | 
u. 


eint a. 4 a 
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15 1 
Not the fair- weather'd Fop, fond of Faſhion and Drefs, 


Not the Squite that can reliſh no Joys but the Chace; 
Not the Free-thinking Rake, whom no — can 


inc, 
Neither this, that, nor t "others the Man to my Mind. 
III. 


Neot the rub: y- fac'd Sot, who topes World without end, | 


Nor the Drone who can't reliſh his Bottle and Friend; 


Nor the Fool that's too fond, nor the Churl that's | 


_ unkind, 
Neither this that, nor t 'Other” s the Man to my Mind. 
IV. 


Not the Rich with full Bags, without Breeding or | 


Merit, 


Nor the Flaſh that's all Fury without any Spirit; 
Nor the fine maſter Fribble the Scorn cf Mankind, 


Neither this, that, nor others the Man to my Mind. 


V. 


= But the Youth whom good Senſe and good Nature | 


inſpire, 


Whom 6 Brave muſt ell BY the Fair ou 


admire; 


In whoſe Heart f Love and Truth are with Honour 


e nd, 


1 Fins and no ot! er's the Man to my Mind. 


SONG LXXIV. 
J. ; 


N O Nymph that trips verdant Plains ; 3 


Wich Sally can compare, 
She wins the Hearts of all the Swains, 
And rivals all the Fair. 


She wins the Hearts of all the Seuains, 


And rivals all the Fair. EL 
'N | The 
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The Beams of $1 delight and chear, 
While Summer Seaſon roll. 
But Sally's Smiles can all ihe Year, 
Give Pleaſure to the Soul. 
But Sally's Smiles can al the Bar, 
Give Pleaſure to the Sul. 
3 | 8 
When from the Eaſt the Morn: 12 Ray, | 
Illumes the World below; 
Her Preſence bids the God ef a, 
With Emulation glow. | 
Freſh Beauties deck the painted Gron:d, 
Birds ſweeter Notes prepare; 
The play ful Lambkins <K'p around, 
And hail the Siſter Farr. 
5 „ 
The Laik but rains bis! lic d Thro: 
To bid the Maid rejaice 3 5 N 
| And mimicks while he {;re!'s his Note, 
1 The Sweetneſs of her Voice 
| The fanning Zephyrs round her play, 
While Hera ſheds Periume; 
9 And every Flow'ret ſcems to fay, 
FL I but for Sa! bloom. 


| 1 | 
The 4 rous Youths ber Charms proclaim, | * 
From Morn to Eve their Tale; | | 


Her Beauty and unſpotted Fame, 

| Make vocal every Vale; 

Tbe Stream meand'ring thro” the Mead, 
Her eccho'd Name conveys 

And every Voice, andevery Reed, 


15 turn d tg Sally's Praiſe. 5 
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3 „ | 

No more fhull blvthſome Lals and Swain, 
To myrtiiful Wake reſort 3 

Nor every \Iay-Morn on the e ; 

Advance in rural Sport; 

No more ſhall guſh the purling Rill, 

Nor Muſick wake the Grove, 

Nor Flocks lcok ©r:oviike on the Hill, 

When ! for get tu Love. 


— — 5ZBl - 


SONG LXXV. 
Sheriff JAN SS ENS HrATITN. 


To. toy Tune % Bumpers Squire Jon Es. 


Written in 1750, (but now firfl publiſhed) and ſung in 
Stationers Hall, when Alx. Alderman Jaufien Was 
after cf rhe Company. | 


K 
1. 


NI. 1 brave City Frier 3 

Thus met to carouze in our Prot ſtant Hall * * 

A Bard recommend, 

A Health to our PP 

Whoſe Fame riſes taſter, 

Or leſs dreads a Fall. os 

| Thro' him you inherit, 
A new Share of Merit, 

Your flouriſhing Company only can boaſt 5 ; 
He'll never deceive ye, 
I'm ſure vou believe me, 


Then God bleſs King G eorge, and be Janſſen the Toa. | 


o Built by the Proteſtant Joiner, a3 he was call d, * 
ecuted by King James II. | 
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| . 
Whilſt catch'd by the Glare 
Of Titles, and Penſions, and —— ſo gay; 
Mock Patriots prepare, 
To haſten to Court, 
And make Britain their Sport, 
Whilſt her Rights they betray. 
Our Maſter deſpiſing 
Thoſe mean Arts of riſing, _ 

To win genuine Honours has ardently ſtrove. 

Theſe only are Sterling; 

This makes him our Darling; 
No Glory like that of the C. tizens Love. 


II. 

Again All your Glass: 
Once more to your Sheriff devote the bi ght Bowl; 

Then round let it paſs, _ 

Te Him of no Party, 

But for Britain hearty, 

A true Patriot Soul. 

Fe Citizens wite: 

Who Liberty prize, f "4 

| Laid down his gold Chain, ſeat him in your fr Chair; : 

More than Mhittington elorious, 

O'er Corruption victorious, 

You'll wiſh Ris when once, to be always Lord Mayor. a 


5 ON G 
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SONG LXXVI. 
Fir Lord Mayor's Day, 1754. 


A Comgratulary Ballad, to the Citizens of London, 
en their electhing Mr. Alderman IANssEN, Lord 
Mayor. 5 


70 the Tune of, Which no Body can deny. 


VE Citizens wiſe, who gave JANssEN your Voice, 
1 TH Applauſe of the Nation confirms your juſt 

| Choice; | „ 
And all but the Foes to our Freedom rejoice, _ 
Which no Body can deny, deny, which no bady can deny. 
To blaſt your Reſolves, Malice darted her Tongue; 
Pert Libels were ſquirted, vile Paſquinades ſung; _ 
Till with Slander unnumber'd all London Town rung, 

I hich no Boch, &c. 

55 . : Fo, 
But knowing him well, hence you more his Worth 
Sree 3 I og ù 
Por Truth lovelieft ſhows, when contraſted with lies, 
From behind a dark Cloud Phœbus brighter will riſe, 

| l bich ns Body, &c. 
As 2 Boy ta kes his Popgun, and pointing it round, 


' Thinks to frighten a Croud with its ſputt'ring Sound ; 


Such Terror felt Janſſen, from Calumny's Wound, 
| Which no Body, Sc. © 


V. 


[1 
[4 
* 

"n 


758 A Cullection f Sox cs. 


v. 
The Mag irate who, to his Duty at. end: 3 
ho, Slave to? he Public, contemns {15% Ends, 


Is ſure all good Citizens will be his Friends, 
| Iich no — &c. 
VI. 
He who, for bis Country can Int'reſt forego; . 
Wo zeal, Roman like, for its welfare does glow, 
D. i:rves ev'ry Honour that Men can b<ftow, 
| Thich no Body, &c. 


VII. 


For thwarting the French, and the Friends to their 


Trade; 


Whoſe Looks, Words, and Actions, are mere Ma 


querade, 


Our fam'd Antigaiiican's nobly repaid. 
IVhich no Body, Ke. 


VIII. 


Ye Smuglers lament, for your Downfall is nigh, 


Now your grand Oppo' =, is ſeated on high: 


Too ſeize Jes his Mandates, will inſtantly fly, 


M bich no Body, &c. 
IX. 


For ſtrength” ning our Fleet, for e the Poor, 


Shou'd our lov'd Herring Fiſhery flouriſh ſecure; 


Fanſſen's amiable Name, will for Ages endure, 


Which no mp, Kc. 
. , 


So God bleſs King GEORGE, od preſerve us his Heir, 


A Portion of Bleſfings may Janſſen too ſhare : 


Who ſhone our brave Sheriff, muſt ſhine as Lord | 
Mayor, 
Which no Boly, &c. 


SONG, 


= TT 


Cn CAM 


. 


C. 
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SONG LXXVII. 
8 
\ESCEND each Goddeſs, don't delays 
Come ſee the little Cap:ds play; 
And hover round the Grove, 


Hark how the ſprightly warbling Train, 
T be ſpriglitly Train, 


Their Notes extend to entertain 


T he amorous Queen of Love, 
The amorous, amorous, the amorous Queen of Love, 


| The amorous, amid, the amorous Queen of Love. 


. 


Let ede comm and his Godlike Choir, 


Send down 227 Aercury once more, 
Ta Jvancs tc graceful Air; 

Let Zeph; Tus Pis gen: le Bree Ze, 

Send cooly whi'n'ring thro' the Trees, 
To fan the charming Fae 


u. 


dee how yon youtl;ſu] Ny mphs and Swains, 
Surround the diſtant rural Plains, 
T'adorn the blooming Spring 


Fa Flira's gaudy ſparkl! ng Drefs, 


The Hills and Valleys too careſs, 
While Syrens fit and ſing. 


SONG 
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SONG LXXVIIL 
An EXTEMPORE Tour, 


On hearing the Performances 0 of Miſs Da v IES, 3 * 
Child 2 Eight Years y 47% at the Great Room i in 
Dean- Street. I 


Set by Mr. Ricuan Davies. 


USICK, Muſick, can charm the human Heart, 
And me the Whole; | 
But prompted by an Iniant's Art, 
What Raptures melt the Soui. 
B47 hat Raptures melt the Soul, 


How can that tender Mind be thought, 
To lodge fuch tune ful Skill; 
How was that youthful Memory taucht, 
To actuate the Will. 
To Owns the Will. 


| How can thoſe little Fingers fly. 
Sao jutitly o er the Keys; 
How can that Breath ſo ſoft ſupply, 
The mellow Flute with Eaſe. 
The mellotu- Flute with 8. 


＋ Nature's Work, ſhe ſent the Fair, 
Our Wonder to engage; 

And Phænix- like there muſt appear. 

Ws only i in an Age, | 
One only in an Age. 


——— 


Oo 


ä — §—— c.. 
— * — 
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38 SON G EXXIS; 
\lorly Cann. 


5 


v 7 HEN I at my Window am gazing, 


' Fis not at a Comet or Star; 

But an OtjeA moe bright and more pleaſing, 
The Face of f V ſweet Mol LY Cans, 
"I've Face of niy | feet Mortry CARR. 

o Dat hne, no ble, nor Phillts, 
25 ho' Poets put them on the Par; 
With the 8 Roles, or Lillies, 
Can vie with my ſweet MoLLty CAR, 
Can vie with mv ſweet MoLLy CARR, 
| © | | 
Ye Soidiers who boaſt in your Prattle, 
Yet always hope Danger is far; 


You're more ſafz from the Cavnons in Battle, 


Than the Eyes of my ſweet MorL x CAR RR. 

The Prelate ſo ſamous for teaching, 

The excellent Virtues of Tar; 
HJ he ſeen her he'd ha e left off his Preaching, 

"4 0 treat of my 1 ſ,.cct MoLLty CARR, 

III. 
1 2 Rn awyers w. „o make yourſelves Drudges, 
ith much dirt y Work at the Bar; 


900 cu, wou'd quit all your Fees = the Judges, 
19 L122 S mi, cet Mor v CAR RB, 

Ye Doctor ſo learned in Phyſick, 

Whd ure, JEcays can repair; 


May ſearcn, but you'll find no Specifick, 
So certain as ſweet MOLLY CARE, 


-Q no IV. 
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Let thoſe out of Play with the Nation, ; 
With great ones eternally Jar, | | 


I am humbly content with my Station, 
So ſmiles but my ſweet MoLLy Ca RR. 
Tho' Rich as a Cræſus in Treaſure, 
In Kingdoms as great as a Czar, 
All, all I wou'd lay down with Pleaſure, 
At the Feet of my Wert MOLLY CARR. 


2 
* 


SONG LXXX. 


Young Don! LAS. 


1 FJ OUN G ͤ Dorilat, an urtleſs Swain, j 

And Daphne, Pride of weſtern Plain, 1. 

b Their Flocks together drove * 
Their Rocks together dreve. |: + 
Gay Youth fat blooming on his Face, 

1 | She no leſs ſhone with every Grace, 

; Feet neither thought, yct neither thought of Lore. 

She no leſs ſhone toith every Grace, 


—_— 


i Yet neither . of Love. — 
F EEE. -” 
With equa] 3 each Morn they meet, 8 


At Midday ſeek the ſame Retreat, 
And ſhelter in one Grove; 

At Ex ning haunt the ſelf- ſame Walk, 

Together innocently talk, 
But not a Werd of Love. 55 


A colin of Sones. 13 


III. 
| Hence mutual Friendſhip firmly grew, 
Till Heart to Heart ſpontaneous flew, 
Like Bill to Bill of Dove; 

Both feel the Flame which bub conceal, 
Both wiſh the other wou'd reveal. 

Yet neither . of Love. 

V. 

She hung with Rapture o'er his Senke, 


ie doated on her Innocence, 


Thus each did each approve; 
Each vow'd whilſt each the Vow obſerv d. 
The Maid wes true, the Swain ne'et ſwerv'd, 
Then ev'ry Word was Love. 


$O NG LXXXIL. 
Barr e 

>: | . 

= A L L you * ET refine your Blood, 

Rm Len as fam'd Lewelling ; 


By Waters clear, come every Year, 
And drink at Bally Spelling. 


Ik Spots or Itch, the Skin's enrich, 


With Rubies paſt the telling ; 
Iwill clear the Skin, before you bave been, 
A Month at Bally ns 


If Ladies Cheek, be * as Leek, 
When ſhe comes from her Dwelling; 
The kindling Roſe, within it glows, 
When ſhe's at Bally Spelling. 

The Sooty brown, who comes to Town, 
Grows here as fair as Helen 

Then back ſhe goes, to kill the Beaux, 
6. dint of ns Spelling. 


-- Bits 
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| III. 

Our Ladies are, as freſh and fair 

As Role, or bright Duntkelling ; 
And 4 Mers mot make a fair Miſtake, 
5 ere he at Bally Spelling. 
We Mea ful m! 1 as tle. think fit, 
And Here :S:nv rebel: ing 3 

The Re ache lain, the Ladies reign, 

They re Queens at Bally Spelling 

| 1 

By matches Charms, un conquer d Arme, 

They have the Power of quelling; 


Such deſp'rate Foes, is dare oppoſe, 


Their Power at Bally Spelling. 
Cold Water turns to Fire and burns, 
I know, becauſe I fell in, 


| A Stream that came e from one bright Dame,, 


Who Dri kt at Bally Sp: lin, 2 
1 
Fine Peaux advance; equipt for Dance, 
And bring their Ann or Nell in, 


With ſo much Grace, I'm ſure uo Place, 


Can vie with Bally Spelling. 


No Pol ticks, no ſubtle Tricks, 


No Man tis Ccuntry ſelling; 


We cat, we drink, we never think, 


_ Oh theſe at Bally Spe'l:!ng, 
VI. 
he Hed] in M! nd, the puft with wird, 
Do ail come here Pell mell in; 
And they are ſue, to work their Cure, 
By drinking Bally Spelling. 


Il Droply fills vou to the Gills, 


From Chin to Toe tho' ſwelling ; 
Pour in, pour out, you cannot doubt, 
A cure at Baliy Sp. ling, 


4 Colletim of Sox s. 
VII, 


Death honey no Darts thro? all theſe Parts, 


No Sexton's here a Knelling: 
Come judge, and try, you'll never dy * 
And live at Bally Spelling. - 


Except you feel, Darts tipt bin Steel, 


Which here are every Belle in, 


When from their Eyes, ſweet Ruin flies, 


We dye at Bally Spelling. 
VIII 


Good Chear, ſweet Air, much Joy, no Cate, | 


Your Sight, your Taſte, your Smelling, 
Your Ears, your Touch, tranſporteth much, 
Exch Day :t Bally Spelling. 


Within this 88 we all fleep ſound, 


No noiſy Dogs a yelling ; "Ex 
Except you wake for Celia's ſake, 
All Night at Bally Spelling. 


IX. 


lere all you ſee, both he and ſhe, 


No Lady keeps her Cell in; 


But all Wen, the Mirth we make, 


Who drink at Bally Spelling. 
My Rhymes are gone, I think I've none, 
Valel I ſhould bring Hell in; 
But ſince I'm here, to Heaven ſo near, 
I can't at Bally Spelling. 


1 * 
1 
* 
3 
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SONG ILIXXXII. 
SALLY. 
. 


N OT Semele s attracting Love, 
In the Ory ſhow'r embrac'd by Jeve, 
Cou'd yield more Savour of Delight, 
Than to my Heart did the firſt Seht 

Of dear, Auſpicious Blooming S4 LL V, 
Sweet as Lillies of the Valley. 


Dear Auſpicious, Blooming SA L LY, 


| Sweet as Lillies of the Fs 


Jove's guilty Paſſion him may lead, 


From Semele to Ganymed; 


Long as the Solar Rays endure, 
My conſtant Flame ſhall blaze moſt pure. 7 


For dear, 8 
OT © 


1 ive but when the Fair i is near, 
And breathe but in that Atmoſphere ; 
Where every Grace and every Sweet, 
Concentered in my SA LLY meet. 


Dear, &c. 
IV. 


Her Life is form'd on Wiſdom's 1 
With Caution truſts her Heart to Man; ; 
The Lover that with her ſucceeds 


Muſt be the Swain whoſe Merit —— 
v. 


Her Perſon, or har Virtues, more 


Might tempt an Angel to adore ; 


Thoſe Virtues prompt her to approve, 
Tue ſofter Dialect of Love. rY 


Dear, &c. 


LOR nn ————_ 


vL | 
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= + 
My Guardian Genius teach me now, 
My Paſſions lead and tell me how, 


F Fo ber Arms 2pproved may fly, 
Or agonizing I ſhall die. 


| For hacks &c. 


. 0 N G Ain. 
12 1 tz Mr. ATKINS at Sadlers Wells, 


A Plumber T am, and I work for my Bread, 

Nat aſhaaed of my Caſt, tho' a Dealer in Lead, 
And eee &f my Cailing, tho'. that the y'il not own, 
May always be found from the Cor to the Throne, 
And 1Ten of my Calling, ibo that they't. not on, 


A ay akvcys be found from the Cot to le Throne, 


figny alway: 7 be found fr em the Cel ie the Turene. 
5 


The Lawyer fo grave, witha T wang in bis Noſe. 
And his Hums, and his Ha's, and his eke's and alſo's ; : 
| When at each knotty Point he is ſcratching his Head, 


He'll find that like me he's a Dealer in Lead. 
THT 


The Captain perhaps may deſpiſe a poor Glazier, 


Becanſe his bluff Countenance comes from the Brazier, 
Tho he firuts in his Lace, and ſwaggers in red, 


Yet his Brains like his Bullets are nothing but Lead: | 


IV. 
Let no lovely Damſel a Plumber deſpiſe, 


For his "She's ſoon will melt at the Beams of her RL | 
And he's brisk as Quickſilver ſhe'1] find when abed, 


Tho' all the Day long he's a Dealer in Lead. 


P2 5 s ON G 


1 
: 
8 
; 
1 
5 
4 
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SONG IXXXIv. 
In the ee 
V 


| * H F N Hit languiſh'd at my Feet, 


And I believ'd him true, 
The Moments of Delight how ſweet, 
But, ah! how ſwift they flew. 


The ſunny Hill, the flowry Vale, 


The Garden and the Grove; 
Have eccho'd to his attendant T ale, | 
And Vows of endleſs Love. 
The Conqueſt gain d he left his Prize, 
He Jeft her to complain, 


To tell of Joy with weeping Eyes, 


And meaſure Time by Pain : 


But Heaven will take the Lover's Part, 


In pity to diſpair, 
And the laſt Sigh that rends the Heart, 
Shall waft the I rit there, 


5 ON G LXXXV, 
| CoLix and Dor rv. 
I. 


B E Morning Cloud was ting'd ich Gols, 
When Colin went to view his Fold, 


Aud as he whiſtled o'er the Plain, 


Young Dolly mer the perjur'd Swain. 
Anger and Love were in her Eves, 
Her tender Breaſt heav'd with a Sigh ; 


But when her Grief ſhe come to ſhow, 
He cry'd I cannot hear thee now, 


1 cannit, I cannot, I cannit hcar thee now | 
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Ws | 
In moving Words ſhe told a Tale, 


That might o'er any Heart prevail, 


Ask'd why he had forſook her Cot, 
And was poor Dolly quite forgot? 

If ſo, (Tears trembling in her Eye) 

She ſaid, ſhe'd ſit her down and dye; 
Do ſo, ſays Colin, and I vow, 


My Dear, I cannot hear thee now: 


cannot, &c. = 
| 1 III. 
Reſentment kindling o'er her Cheek, 
Says ſhe, another Love I'll ſeek, 
Damon will prize theſe {lighted Charms, 


And kindly take them to his Arms, | 
_ TheSwain whom Honour cou'd not move, 


By Jealouſy was wak d to Love, 

Says he, forgive ſce yonder Mow, 

Step there! VII ſay to hear thee now, 
Tl 8988 We. 5 


8 O NG LAXXVI. 


4 G IVE us Glaſſes my Wench, give us Wine and 


we'll quench, 
The Remembrance of Pain and of Ga 
To the Winds with our Care, for we'll never deſpairgs 
While a Bottle can give us Relief, 
| Tile a Bottle can give us Relief. 
In- our Revels and Joys we'll forget | the prove Bon 
Let the Lethe its Miade Work; 
For as holiow I find, as the Bottle 's her Mind 5 
And her Heart is as light as the Cork. 


_ tad her ant! 1s as * us the Cork. : . 4 
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__— 
Ariadne the Gay y, in Deſpair as they ſay, 
For the Bully that left her behind: 


| Wou'd have hang'd, or have drown'd, 


But in Bacchus ſhe found, 
A new Lover as conftant as Hd 5 


It was Wine that her Peace did reſtore, 
When he left the poor Laſs, 


Why ſhe took to her Glaſs 


And ſhe never rememb'red him more, 


mm. 


* 


SONG LIXXXVII. 


A T the ſilent Evening Hour, 
1 Two fond Lovers in a Bou er, 
es ſought their mutual Bli's : 


Tho” her Heart was juſt relenting, 
Tho her Eyes ſeem'd juſt conſenting, 


Yet, yet ſhe fear'd to kiſs. 
II. 


5 Sin this ſecret Shade he cry d, 
Will thoſe roſy Bluſhes hide, 


Why, why will you reſiſt; 


| When no Tell-tale Spy is near us, 
Eye not ſees, nor Ear can hear us, 


be, who would not be Kiſs d. 
III. 


Celia hearing What be faid, 

Bluſhing lifted up her Head, 

Her Breaft dot Wiſhes G11 ; - 
Since the cry'd no Spy is near us, 

Eye not Pau nor Ear can hear 


"wy kifs or what you will. 


30 N 6 


Theſe are Fables my Dear, but the Moral is cler; 


1 — 
4 e * nn. 


Wi 
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8 0 N G LXXXVIIL 
Sung b Maſter Bopp. 


91 


ALL is ths Knits 
All Hail to he Nymph of the Field; 
Kings wou'd not here invade, 

The Pleaſures that Virtue yield. 


Beauty here opens her Arms, 


— 


To ſoften the languiſhing Mind. 

And PRAILL Is unlocks her Charms, 5 
Ah! PHILL1s ah ! Why fo kind? 
Ah! PriLL1s ah! Why ſo kind? 


Beauty here opens her Arms, 


To foften the languiſhiug Mind, 
And PH1LL1s wnlocks her Sg 
45 ans ah ! Wiy fo kind? 
„ 
vn 11118 though Soul of Love, 
Though Joy of the neighbouring Swains, 
And PHiLL1s that crowns the * 


And PH1LLI1s that gilds the Plains; 
PrILL1s that ne'er had the Skill, 


To patch, te paint and be fine, 
Yet PHIL IS whoſe Eyes can kill, 
Whem Nature hath _ Divine. 
paul 111 fs whoſe charming Song. 
Makes Labour and Pains a Delight ; 


 Pr1LL1s that makes the Day young, 


And ſhertens the liv'd long Night ; 
PRHIIILISs whoſe Lips like May, 
Still laughs at the Sweets they bring, 
Where Love never knows Decay, 
But fits with eternal Spring. 3 
e g SONG 


Collection of Son Gs. 
SONG LXXXIX. 


E E what Sweets this Wreath compoſe, 
Doeſt thou love the new blown Roſe ; 
Or the red Pink, wet with Dew, 
7 Or the Jeflamine* s veſtal Hue: 
' Here they are, with fragrant Thyme, 
| : Emblems of the Seaſon's Prime. | 


7 _ Haſt, my Maid, this Flowret hw, f 
lj How muſt fade the florid Roſe ; 5 1 
How each Offspring of the Spray, 5 
All muſt ſicken and decay. 5 
All muſt ficken and decay. 


Let theſe tell how Youth is Spring, 
: That Time is always on the Wing, 
| Always on the Wing, 

# That Time is always or the wy 


To the Voice of Love comply, 
by Haſte, or ſoon the Roſes die; | 
5 The Jeſs mines white muſt leave the Brow, | 
Þ Thyme thy Breath will ceaſe to blow, 
B On thy Lips the Pink ſhall fade, 

Shouldſt thou prove a rigid Maid. 


by - What is all the Roſes Bloom? 


+» >; n 1 N 
1 * 3 


1 ! What the Jeſſamines rich Perfume? 
i" What the TinQure of the Pink? 
15 Prithee Fair One timely think. 
. Ill theſe periſh with the Day, 
= Youth like theſe muſt fleet away. 18 


Youth like theſe muſt fleet away. 

Muſt fleet, muſf fleet away. - | 

Youth lkie theſe mis feet away, _ ER | 
„„ „ SONG} 


1 


SONG XC. 
1 


HEN the Roſe is in bud, and blue Vi'lets blow, 
And the Birds ſing us love Songs on ev'ry Bouph 3 


When Cowſlips and Daiſies, and Daffodils ſpread, 
Adorning, perfuming, the n Mead; 


Our cleanly Milk-pail, 
1s fill'd with brown Ale; 
Our Table, our Tadle's the Graſs: 
There we fit and we ſing, 
And we dance in a Ring, 
And ev'ry Lad has his Laſs, 


Cho. There we fit and we ſing, and we dance iu a Ring, 5 


4 every my ev'ry Lad has þis Lab. 
| II. 
When without the Plough, the fat Oxen do law; 


Then Lads and the Laſſes a Sheep Shearing go; 


Our Shepherd ſhears his jolly, jolly Fleece, 


How much richer than that, which they ſay was in 


Greece : | 
'Tis our Cloth, and our Food, 
And our politic Blood ; - | 
Tis the Seat which our Nobles all Gt on, 
"Tis a Mine above Ground, © 
Where our Treaſure's all found, 
Tis the Gold, and the Silver of Britain. 
Cho. *Tis a Mine above Ground, where our Treofur fn 
all found, 


*Tiz the C the Silver of Britain, 


Q SONG 


L * 
5 
wes 
uo 
| 
1 * 
4 
* 


_ F H 0 LD the ſweet Flowers around, nn 


| Yet none on the Plains can be found 


O lend a fond Lover your Notes, 


Oft times in you flowery Vale, . | 
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SONG ACE. 
J. 


With all the bright Beauties they wear; 5 


So lovely, ſo lovely, as Celia is fair, 
So lovely as Celia is fair, | 
Ye Warblers, come raiſe your ſweet Thrc ats, 
No longer in Silence remain, | 
No longer in Silence remain ; 


To ſoften, to foften my Celia's Diſiain, 
To fe ien * Celia's — 


I. 


I breath my Complaines in a Song, 
I breath my Complaiats in a Song ; 

Fair Flera attends the ſad Tale, 4 
And ſweetens, and ſweetens the Borders along, SOS 
And ſweetens the Borders along: 1 | 

But Celia whoſe breath might perſume 
The Boſom of Flora in May, 

The Boſom of Flora in May; 


Still frowning pronounces my Doom, 


Regardleſs, regardleſs of all I can ſay. . 
Kegardleſs of all I can ſay, | 


„% N 
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8 0 NG XCII 


WV E fought, we haves conqueq'd and Engions 
once more, | 
Shall flouriſh | in Fame, as ſhe flour! 1's before ; 
Our Fran all are fled, with our Enemies ſlain, 
Cou'd they Tiſe up anew, we wou'd lay them again; 
Cou'd they riſe up anew, we wou'd ſlay them 
again. | N 


His Monarch to foros, or to do himſelf Rig E, 
No Engliſhman yet, ever flinch'd from the Fight ; 
For why! Neighbours all, we are free as the King, 
ITijs that makes us brave, and tis that makes us ſing. 
Tis that makes us brave, and tis that makes us 
_ ting. | 


: Ohs Prince too, for this may - he thankful to F ate, 

It is in our Freedom, he finds himſelf great, 

No Force can be wanting, nor meaner Court Arts, 
He's Maſter of all, who will reign in our Hearts, 
He's Maſter of all, who will reign in our Hearts. 


Should Rebels within, or ſhould Foes from without, 
Bring the crown on his Head, or his Honour in Doubt; 
We are ready—ftill ready—and boldly foretell, 
That Conqueſt ſhall ever with Libery dwell, _ 
That an ſhall ever with Liberty dwell. 


And now bring us forth, as ; the Crown of our Labor, 
Much Wine, and good Cheer, with the Pipe and the 
3 Tabor: 0 

Let our Nymphs all be kind, and'our Shepherds be gay, 
For Zela Old England, is happy to Day, 


For Ts, Old England, is happy to Day 
8 O N G 


y* — ” . 17 2 Pas E 
_ — ba pu =» — ns tk. n. - — 
; — 5 — 4 * 2 l * — ä og 


: 8 AYS Damn to Phillis, ſuppoſe my fond Eyes, 


ES Suppoſe not contented, I Rill ask for more, | 
| For Pleaſure from Pleaſure will grow, pd 
For Pleaſure from Pleaſure will grow. — 

Suppoſe what you will, ſhe reply'd as before, 


No, no, with a Bluſh, anſwer'd Phillis for there, 


_— CE a — 
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SONG XCIIL 


Reveal with what Ardour I glow. 


Reveal with what Ardour I glow. | 
Well, what if they do, there's no Harm ſure ſhe cri 


I can but deny you, you know, you know, 
can but deny you, you know. . 


| Suppoſe I ſhould ask of thoſe Lips a ſweet Ki: | 
Say, wou'd you the Favour beſtow, — 


Say, wou'd you the Favour beflow ; 


Lord bleſs me faid ſhe, what a Queſtion is this. 


I can but deny you, you know, you know. 
I can but deny you, you know. 


I can but deny you, you know, you know. 
I can but deny you, you know, 


Come then, my dear Love, to the Woods let $ repair | 


Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go, 
Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go. 


I could not deny you, you know, you know. 
I could not ny you, you know, 


done 


8 RP _ = 


CH) oj — 1 Py, yes — 


<<. 
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SONG XCIV. 
Sung by Mrs. YEATES» 


5 . | 
| UE Sun was ſunk beneath the Main, 
Bright Cynthia filver'd all the Plain, 
Vern Colin turn'd his Team to Reſt, 
And fought the Laſs he lik'd the beſt ; 
As tow'rd her Cot he jogg'd along, 
Her Name was fragrant in his Song, 
But when his Errand Dolly knew, 
She vow'd ſhe'd ſomething elſe to do. 
She'd ſomrthing elſe to 8 
She vow d ſhe'd ſometaing elſe to do. 
| . | 
He ſwore he did eſteem her more, 
Than any Maid he'd ſeen before; 
| In tender Sighs proteſting he, 
Would conftant as the Turtle be: 
Talk'd much of Death ſhould ſhe refuſe, 
And us'd the Arts that Lovers uſe. 
'Tis fine, fays Dol, if tis but. true, 
But now! I've ſome hdg eiſe to do. Sc. 
FAM 
Her Price then Colin thus addreſs'd, 
| Forgive me Dol, I did but jeſt, 
To her that's kind l' conſtant prove, 
hut think not I ſhall die for Love. 
P ho' firſt ſhe did his Courtſhip ſcorn, 
| Now Dol began to court in Turn; 
| Dear Colin J was jefting too : 


Step in. -Pve nothing elſe to do, ic, 


R 
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SONG XCv. 


1. 
Oo TH ov for whom my Lyre 1 firing, 
Of whom I think, and "Teak, and ling ;. 
Thou conſtant Object of m Joys, 
Fs W hoſe Sweetneſs every Wiſh employs. 
[ Who Sweetne's every Wiſh employs. 
; Thou deareſt of thy Sex attend, 
. And bear the Lover and the Friend. 
% Thou deareſt of thy Sex attend, 
And hear the Lover and the Friend. 
„ 

Not diſtant is the eruel Day, 
That tears me from myſelf away; 
Then frown not, Fair One, if I try, 

To ſteal the Moiſture from your Eye: 
And from your Heart a Sigh to ſend, 


| To mourn the Lover and the F riend, 
III. 


Whole Years I ſtrove againſt the F lame, 
ö | And ſuffer'd Ills without a Name; 
Fee ſtill the painful Secret kept, 
ik And to myſelf in Silence wept : 
f Till grown unable to contend, 
. 1 own'd the Lover and wy Friend. 
= | Y, 
I faw you ill your gen'rous Heart, 
In all my Sorrows bore a Part; 
Vet while your Eyes with Pity glow'd, 
F No Words of Hope your Tongue beſtow” d: 
| But mildly bid me ceaſe to blend, 


The Name of Lover and the F riend. 
V. 
Cui ſe on all Wealth that can deſtroy, 


My utmoſt Hope of carthly Joy 


| 

0 

1 
q 
1 


V 
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Thy Gifts. Oh! Fortune. I reſign, 


: Lic her and Poverty be mine; 


And every Year that Life ſhall lend, 
Shall bleſs the Lover and the Friend, 


| VI. 
Ia vain, alas! in vain I ſtrive, 
Io keep a dying Hope alive; 
A laſt fad Remedy remains, 
[is Abſence that muſt cure my Pa! ns, 
Thy image from my Botom rend, 
And foice the Lover from the Friend: | 


VII. 
5 Thought! tho' . betwe: n us roll, 
y Love is rooted in my Soul ; 


The vital Blood that warms my Heart, 
With thy Idea muſt depart * 

In] Drath's decifive Stroke mutt end, 
At onee the Lever end the Zens. 


SONG cv. 
Sung by Mr, BEARD. 


1 
\1D ever Swain a Ny mph adore, 
As I ungrateful'Narnny do; 
Was ever Shepherd's Heart ſo ſore, 
Or cver broken Heart ſo true. 


My Cheeks are ſwell'd with Tears, but ſhe 


Has never wet a Cheek for me. 


My Checks are ſwell 'd wich Tears, but fhe 


Will never ſhed a Tear for me. 3 
R 2 E. 


— ũ— "WF 
* 9 - N * 
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II. 
If Nane cali'd, did cer I ſtay, 
=> WT 99 when ſhe bid me fun; 
She only had the Word to ſay, 
And al the wild was quick], S's : 


1 always ink of her, but ſhe | 
Does ne'..r bettow a Thought on me. 
II. 
To le: er Cows my. an tte, 
Have 1 901 roſe b. reak of Day, 


DD ever Nanny 7 8 * HY 212 5 ſt, 

If Robin in his Yard hai Ha. 
Tho' to my Fields the; welcome were, 
Inc'er was welcome jet to her. 


IV. 
If ever Nanny lo 3 Sheep, 
I ch.eiiui v digte her two; 


And . er 6am Q id ſatelv keep | 
WW thin n. Wo Sits in F. ſt and Snow: 5 
Pave they ron te om Go) d been fire, 
Dit Nan * itil is cola to ne 
V. 
When Neun to the Well did come, 
; Pura [ tpat dia h Pitchers fil; 
dull as they were 1 brought 3 Home, 
Her N ed to the Mul: 


c Sack, but ſhe 


A 
4 
= 


7 of I 8 * \ % 4 
"Sx. Bac dd Ucart 


Mul never bear the of ke of me. 


VI. 
To VNanny's Poultry Oats 1 gave, 
i'm ſure they always had the beſt: 
Within this Week be r P. ceons have 


Eat up a Peck of Peate at leaſt: 
Fer. litt! eP: 325 2715 ki f8; 671 n hes 
Wil never bear 2 Kits ie. 


f 
|; 


er Wc - Sho WW. 


l 
\ 
N 
d 
8 
1 
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VII. 


\[uſt Reb n always Nanny woo, 
And Nanny ſtill on Robin frown ? 
Alas! poor Wretch! what ſhall I do? 
If Nanny does not love me ſoon: 
If no Relief to me ſhe'll bring, 
Fil hang me in her Apron- ſtring. 


6 Ka Fa n — 


3 — — — 
3 


SONG XCVIL 
A Favourite Cantata. 


V H O' buy a Herrt, Myrtilla cries, 
And throws around her wanton E) es, * 
An eaſy Shape, a gragefu! Air, 1 0 
A Face, like lovely Hibe's, fair x 
A Pair of Eces that wound at Sight, 
And foil the Diamonds piercing Lights 
Come hither ye that long to prove, 
The Soul inchanting Joys of Love, 
Come, quickly come, for he 5755 that bids the moſt 
| 5 me: | 
But let no ſordid Wretch preſume, 
With even C raus Wealth to come, 
Nor vainly hope tor Gems or Gold, 
dach Charms as theſe can ne'er be fold; 
do vile a Change I ſcorn to make 
For Love” s the only 38 n 1 take. 


%% „ A 


| SONG XCVII. 
g Th ANSWER. 
1 | RECITITAVE, 


As in a penſive Form Myrtilla fat, 
£2 Revolving on the Will of Fate; 
A 'prightly Nymph devoid of Care, 
* Advanc'd, and thus addreis'd the Fair: 
2 Ai. 
Thou vernal Form of Beauty's Plea, 
l'm come to buy a Heart of thee, 
I'm come to buy a Heart of thee ; 
With Traniports I receiv'd the Tate, 
That ſuch a Gem was up for Saic, 
That ſuch a Gem was up for Sale: 
Cou'd l command the ſtarry Train, 
For thee I'd give it back again 
| Or if kind Fate wou'd make thee mine, 
The Univerſe ſhou'd all be thine; _ 
Or if kind Fate wou'd make thee mine, 
The Univerſe ſhou'd all be thine, _ 
Go hence, the Maid with ſoftneſs cries, | 
Merit the beſt deſerves the Prize; | q 
The Tale you heard was fal'ely told, > 
Myrtille's Heart ſhall ne'er be fold, 
Myrtilla's Heart ſhall ne'er be ſold, 


n 


s ON G XCIX. 


8 PORTIVE Zephyrus fondly blowing. 
Spreading Odours thro' the Air; 
Blooming Life on Grove: beſtowing, 
To Vauxhall my DEL IA bear. 
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Flra can't more ſweetly bleſs tbee, 
Playing, ftraying round her Charms, 
Than when DEL1A's Smiles addreſs me, 

digbing, dying in her Arms. 


Sporting Zephyrus fondly Blowing, 

Spreading Odours through the Air, 
Bluming Life on Groves beftowing, 
To Vauxhall 1 my Der IA bear. 


. » 


—s 


3 ON G c. 
FAIR DEL1a, 
— by 1 7 arkixs. 


8 ICK of the Town Fair Delia flew, 
To Contemplation's rural Seat : 
| Adicu, ſhe cry'd, vain Town adieu, 
Fools only ſtudy to be great. | 
The Book, * Lamb, the Hermit's Cell, 
I be moſs grown: Roof, the matted Floor; 5 
All theſe ſhe had, twas mighty well, 
But vet ſhe wanted ſomething more, 
Yet ſhe wanted, yet ſhe wanted, 
But yet ſhe wanted / eg more. 


Back to the bu 7 Town again, 

| She ſoon return'd in Hopes to find, 

Eaſe for imaginary Pain: 

Quiet of Heat, and Peace of Mind, 

Gay Scenes of Grandeur ev' ry Hour, 

By Turns her fickle Fancy fill; 

The Town ſeem'd all within her Pow '2 

Put yet ſhe wanted ſomething ſtill. 
Tet fhe wanted, &. 


11. 
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Bchold at once the Gloom was cleai'd, | | 


III. 


Cities and Groves by turns were tr. d, 
2 Twas all e Fair, an idle Tale; 


Delia at length became a Bride, 


A Bride to Damon of the Vale; 


Damen grew kind I cn't tell how, 
Each Place a Paradiſe, apoear'd, 


And Delia wanted nothing now, = 

Delia wanted, &c. _ OE 

SONG CO: z 
M 
ET 8 * 
gr RET CH ' D on the Turf in Sylvan Shades, 
No Fear the Peaſant's Reſt invades; 1 Sh 
Whilſt gilded Roofs, and Beds of State, | Y 


Perplex the Slumbers of the Great, 
Secure he rears the Be:cren Bow], 

With ſteady Hand and fearleſs Soul, 
Pleas'd with his plain and homely Meats, 
No Swords ſurround him as he eats, 


11. 


His modeſt Wife, of Virtue try'd, 


Knous not th' expenſive Arts of Pride. 


Her eaſy Wiſh, the home - ſpun Fleece. 

Plain, in its native Hue, can pleaſe. 4 
And bappy in her Nup:ial Bed, 55 

No jealous Doubts ditturb her Head. 1 7 
Abroad for I rinkets does not roam, _ © 


But finds a laſting Joy at Home, 
SONG 


{ 


| 
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SONG Cl. 
Mur AL Love, | 
HEN &er I meet my Celia's Eyes, 


VF Sweet Raptures in my Boſom riſe, 
My Feet forget to move; ” 


; She too declines her lovely Head, 
Soft Bluſhes 0'cr her Cheeks are ſpread, 


Sure this is mutual Love! 


II, 


My beating Heart is wrapt in Bliss, 
Wphene'er I teal a tender Kiſs, 


Beneath the ſilent Grove; 


-  Sheftrives to frown, and puts me by, 


et Anger dwel's not in her Eye, 


Sure this is mutual Love ! 


„ 
And once, O once, the deareſt Maid, 
As on her Breaſt my Head was laid, 
Some ſecret Impulſe drove; 


Me, me, her gentle Arms careſt, 


And to her Poſom cloſely preſt 
Sure this is mutual Love! 


5 5 
And now tranſported with her Charms, 
A ſoft Deſire my Boſom warms, 
Forbidden Joys to prove; 
Trembling for Fear ſhe ſhou'd comply, 
dhe from my Arms prepares to fp 
Tho' warm'd with mutual Love! 
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0 far | T ery*d,-—let Thymen's Banès, 


This Moment te our w. Illing Hands, 


| And all th Fears remove 
A modeſt Bluſh Con'cnt expreſs” 1 
And now we live {upr-mely bleft, 
A Lite of mutual Love! 


— — — — — — — — — 


SON: G CHE 


1. 
IF Dome you (hola chance to reve, 
1 Vet crer beat me in your Mind: 
If walking in the fiient Grove, 
- 7 
Or on the moſſy Bank reclin'd, 


Stu Jet my faiti fu! Im:ze be, 


Among the Shades retir'd with thee, 


11. 


Tf percht upon the pointed Thorn, 


The Nightingale renews her Stiain; 
O think, © think, like ker forlorn, 
Whoa tiiou att abſent, I complain. 
Or thou'd you. trar the Widow Dove, 
Think I, like her, lament my Love. 


III. 

If yu ſh ouid wander where ſome Prock, 
Do s O'er the Pebbles murmuring flow; 

Vhen:on tie Silver Stream you look, 

 Think-how-1 Keep, coppreſt with Woe, 

Or tneuld th Cur: ent want Supply, 

Leould rect Eon! my £yes, 


"yy 


Le 


pe 


| 
* 
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| IV. 
When vou behold: the ſettin Rar, 
Lin KY ben 2th th — oA. IA 4 
The ſoleun Gloom of cl a ab] . 
Ma repreſent me to your: Epe 
For £ Az CEMAITLING T iht, 
Am i v{©i banidi.d from. your Sicht. | 


——̃ —— — — — 


8 Nl. 
The IN VITA T tox. 
$4; | 
TY MF. l: Amanda, quit the Town, 
. tü me rural Hamlet y; 
For ſoon the Mi: ur? Sturms are gone, 


And gentle 17 Ce wil the Sky. 
And a gentle, &c. &c. Lc. 
Te; | 


The Fields are gay, the F:owers appear, 


Earth ſpread a verdant Couch for thee x 
'Tis May and Pleaſure all we he: 
'Tis Love and Beauty all we ſee. 
'Tis Love, &c, &c. Kc. 
III. | 


Come let us mark the eradual Spring, 


Now peeps the Pud, the Bloſiom blo we, 
And Pbilomel begins to ſing, 
And perfect Nature ſpreads the Roſe. 
And 17 fea, &c. &c. &c. 
IV. 


Let us Gs he ort Deliglit, 
And wilely to ſome Cottage fy, 


For foon, tog ſoon, it will be Night, 


Arſe my Love and come away. 
ariſe, &c, &c. &c. 
8 ON G 
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$ONG E. 
The CONFESSION. 
3 8 3 


5 9 


Lovely Celia? heav'nly Maid. 
| Kind, Gentle, Fair, and Free; 
In all thy Sex's Charms array'd. 
How few are form'd like thee. 
Thy Image always fils my Mind, 
The Theme of ev ry Song: 
I'm fix'd to thee alone, I find, 


But ack not for how ong. 
| HAT 


Tre Fair, in gew ral I've 2dmir” d,. 

Have long been falſe and true, 
And when the laſt my Fancy tir'd, 
It wander'd round to you, | 
Then, while I can V1] be ſincere, ; 
1 As Turtles to their Mates; | "I 
4 This Moment's your's and mine, my Dear, 
| The next, you know, is Fate's. 


SONG cyl. 
The Ros E. 
| . | 
WEET are the Flowers that deck the Field, 

_ i Sweet is the Smell the Bloſſoms yield ; 
Sweet is the Summer's Gale that blows, _ | 
And ſweet, tho ſweeter you the Roſe, Ee 
| II. j 

Survey the Gardens, Fields, and Bowers, 5 
The Buds, the Bloſſoms, and the Flowers; 

Then tell me where the Woodbines grows, 
That vies in dweetneſs with the Role, 


—_—— 


SONG 


A Calletion Se. 10g 


$SONG CVIL 


The error! D Ln: 


I. 
© O b Fair One, I end; 
The Swain that you will deign to bleſs, 
May figh an Age away: 
In 3 of the Joy, 
When you no longer cold and coy, 
Will all his Fears allay. * 


b Indulgent Heaven that made thy Form, 
So ſoft, ſo tender, and fo warm, 
Who gazes muſt adore ; 
But I fo long in vain have try'd, | 
To move thy Heart, that Seat of Pride, 
That here I give it oer. 
| III. 
| But know, proud Fair, a Cure I've found, 
I'll be no longer tamely chain'd in hopeleſs F lames | 
to burn; 
Vain Maid I have ſhaken off the Chain, 
By Wine a Conqueſt I have re, 
And — in my Turn, 


'SON 6G CI. 


The SN ow. Dx or. 


1 1TH Head reclin'd 5 Snow-Drop ſee, 
| The firſt of Flara's Progeny ; 
With Virgin Modeſty appear, 

To Hail and welcome | in the Year: ne, 

T Fearless 


I. 
Fearleſs of Winter it defies, 
The Rigour of inclement Skies: 
And early haſting for to bring, 
The Tiding of 1 Spring. 
II. | 


Tho' humble in its Dreſs and plain, 
It Uſhers in a beauteous Train, 
And ſhows how gaudy cer they be, 

The Merit of Precedency. 
AIV. 
All that are gay and ſweet diſcloſe, 


The Pink, the Tulip, and the Roſe, 


In full Succeſſion as they blow, 


Their Glory to the Snow-Drop owe. 
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SONG CIX, 
. 

P HILLIS why ſhould we delay, 
= Pleaſures ſhorter than the Day, 
Cou'd we which we never can, 
Stretch our Lives beyond the Span ; 
Beauty like a ſhaddow Flies, 

And our Youth before us dies, 
Or wou'd Youth and Beauty ſtay, 
Love hath Wings and " away. 

5 
Love hath ſwifter Wings than Time, 


Change in Love to Heav'n does climb; 


Gods that never change their State, 
Vary oft their Love and Hate; 
Phillis to this Truth we owe, 

All the Love betwixt us two, 

Let not you and J inquire, 

What has been our paſt Deſire. 


II. 


| A Colleftion of Sons. ny 
III. 


On what Shepherd veu have ſmil'd, 
Or what Nymph I have beguil'd; 


Leave it to the Planets too, 


What we ſhall hereafter do; 
For the Joys we now may prove, 


Take Advice of preſent Love, 


Quickly ſeize the golden Hour, 
Seize 1 it while tis in our Pow'r. 


2 : * . m 


| Cn LOE's RESOLVES, 
* 
8 Oblie on Flowers, reclin'd o'er thy Stream, 
She Sigh'd to the Breeze, and made Colin her 
© Theme, | 
 Tho' pleaſant the Stream, and tho cooling the Breeze, 
And Flowers tho' ages | * panted for Eaſe. 


The Stream it was fickle, 45 paſted away, 5 
It kiſs'd the ſweet Banks, but no longer would ſtay; 
Tho' Beauteous, inconftant. and faithleſs tho' Fair, 
Ah! Colin look in and Rn Id thyſelf there, 
= 
The Breeze that fo ſweet on her Boſom did play, 
| Now roſe to a Tempeſt, and darkned the Day; 
As ſoft as the Breeze, and as loud as the Wind, 
Such Colin when angry, and Colin when kind, 
IV. 


| The Flowers when eather'd ſo beauteous and "RY 


Now fade on her Boſom, and die at his Feet; 


4s fair in their Bloom, and as foul in Decay, 


Such Colin when profent, and Colin, away, 
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By 

a 10 Rage id Diſpair from the Ground ſhe aroſe, 

And from her the Flowers ſo faded ſhe throws; 

She weeps in the Stream, and ſhe Sighs to the Wind, 

And reſolves to drive Celin quite out of her Mind 
VI. 

But what her Reſolve: when her Colin pen d. 

The Streim it ſtood ſtill, and no Tempeſt was heard; 

The Flowers recover'd their beautiful Hue, 

She found he was kind, and beleiv'd he was true. 


SONG cx. 


5 
* E Nymphs and Swains that ſweetly plav, 

On Tweed fam' d Banks, or winding Tay ; 
Ah! Say, ah! fay, what happy Spot detains 
My Pegzy, fince ſhe left theſe Plains; 

| Say in u hat Bower, beneath what Shade. 

Soft Numbers lull the gentle Maid; 

Benrath whot Shade, 

Soft flumters lull the gentle Maid, | 

For love ſhall lend me Wings to ff, 
And powerful Fancy place _ nigh, 


Alas! the bliſsſul Scene how chang'd 

W here once we both with Pleaſure rang'd; 
Not half ſo fair the Lilly ſprings, 

Not half ſo ſweet the Linnet Sings; 

Haſte then thou lovely fair once more, 
O haſte to bleſs the Southern Shore; 
And April's Clouds ſhall {mile as gay, 
As all the Sunny rw of Alas. 


r 


r e 
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| III. Ws 
Yet rather may the Fates deny, 
The Beauties to my longing Eye; 
If Time a cruel Change has wrought, 
On Tied a ſweeter Leſſon taught; 
But ſhou'd thy faithful Shepherd find, 
His lovely Peggy till is kind; 

Then Abſence ſhal! thy Charms improve, 
And I with double Rapture love. 


- SONG en., 
The Words by Mr. Boyce. 
A 8 tother Day o'er the green Meadow I paſs'd, 
k A Swain over took me, and held my Hand faſt, 
Then cry'd my dear Lucy, thou Cauſe of my Care, 
How long muſt thy faithful young Thir/x deſpair : 
Crown my ſoft Wiſhes, no longer be ſhy, 
But frowning I anſwer'd, oh! fye Shepherd fye. 
11 1 5 


He told me his Paſſion like Time ſhou'd endure, 
That Beauty which kindled his Flame, wou'd ſecure, 
That all my ſweet Charms, were for Pleaſure deſign'd, 
And Youth was the Seaſon to Love and be kind ; 


| Lord, what cou'd I ſay? I cou'd hardly deny, 


But faintly I utter'd, Oh! fye Shepherd fye. 
ED „ 


He ſwore with a Kiſs that he would not refrain, 

I told him 'twas rude, but he kiſs'd me again, 
My Coriduct, ye Fair Ones in Queſtion ne er call, 
Nor think I did wrong, I did nothing at all, 
Reſoly'd to reſiſt, yet inclin'd to comply, 

Now gueſs if I ſtill ſaid, Oh! fye Shepherd fye. 


SONG 
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SONG CXIIL 
| SaLLY of the Dau. 
N AVE your Parnaſſus ſacred Nine, 


| May I with you prevail; 
In Harmony to chant with me 
Dear Solly of the Dale. 
„ 
Her lovely Form and pleaſing Mein, 
Her matchleſs Charms unveil; 
Majeſtic Grace adorns the Face, 
Of _ of the Dale, 
© 
Next view her eently-riſing Breaft, 
Which does new Sweets exhale ; 
Each courts the Bliſs to gain a Kiſs, 
| Tram ien of the Dale, 1 
. 
By Reaſon's Force and Energy, 
bShe can Mankind aſſail; 
True Eloquence attraQs our Senſe, 
* Sally of the Dale. 


| V. 


She reigns the Mirrour of her Age, 
W hoſe Power ne ler will fail; 
None can expreſs the Happineſs, 


Of Salh of the Dale, 


CN. 2 


| Sporting in yon warbling 
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| 5 | I. 5 
C OM E thou God of ſoft Deſire, 
_ & Hear, hear your Strephon's fond Requeſt ; 
Fou, you have taught me how to love, 
Make, make me, make me likewiſe bleſt. 
Transform me to ſome eee Gale, 
zrove, 
And there I'll ſeek my Kitty's Bower; 
And wiſper choiceſt Tales of Love. 
But ſhou'd her Doves or fleecy Care, 
Invite her from her cool Retreat, 
I'll cloſe perſue her wandring Steps, 


And gaurd her from the Noon-Day Heat. 


Or by the gently murm'ring Stream, 
Thoſe vermil tinQur'd Lips l'Il kiſs, 
And whelſt I fan that beautious Form, 
Shall revel in Exceſs of Bliſs. 

| 5 : „„  —- 
But when the filent Shades at Night, 
Tempt my fair one to her Reft. 

O!]! may I then reſume my Form, 

And die a Swain on Lith's Breaſt. 


""SG@Nng xy. 


| | Sing of a Damſel juſt turn'd of ſixteen, 
Who never the World, nor its Dangers; had feen ; 
But yet was ſo wiſe as to know, 

| But yet was ſo wiſe as to know, ES 
That when ask'd for Favours ſhe ſhould not bertow, 
Twas better to anſwer, Heigh—hot! . 
'Twas better to anſwer, Heigh==ho! 
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| II. 


The Swains in the Village, were ſtruck with her 
| Charms, „„ e | 
Each wiſh'd her a thouſand Times claſp'd in his Arms; | 
Yet none of them all durſt tell her ſo; 8 

Tet none of them all durſt tell ber ſo ; 

For tho' ſhe no Anſwer when courted wou'd ſhow, 
Her Anſwer was always, —Heigh—ho ! | 
Her Anſwer was always, — Heigb— o 


1. 


This Damſel by Chance one Day carelefsly ſtray'd, 

Where Roger was buſy with Pickax and Spade, | 

But ſhe did not ſee him I tro, 1 

For down in the Graſs her ſoft Limbs ſhe did throw, 
And ſigh'd (without knowing)—Heigh—ho! 


The Winds as ſhe ſlept with her Beauties made free, 
And as the young Delver thoſe Beauties did ſee, | 
No wonder his Boſom did glow ; 
In ſuch Caſe as this he's a Fool that lets go, 
| A Damſel that anſwers —Heigh—ho ! 


V. 


She wak'd in a Fright, but too late to prevent 

What now ſhe perciev'd was his wicked Intent, 

For he had ſurpriz'd her you know; 
Yet willing at laſt ſome Reſentment to ſhow, _. 
She cry'd in a Pafſion—Hceigh—ho ! 5 


3 
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SO NG CXVI. 
OM E hither, come hither, ye languiſhing, Swains 

Here's a Balm that will cure and relieve all your 
Ws | | 
Here's a Balm that will cure and relieve all your Pains, 
To the Fountain of Pleaſure, in Raptures reſort, 

'Tis the Summons of Humour to Comus's Court, 

'Tis the Summons of Hum:ur to Comus's Court, 
Tis Comus invites, then the Summons obey, 

A while leave your Cares, and to pleaſures away, 
'Tis Comus invites, then the Summons obey, e 
A while leave your Cares and to Pleafures away. 

A while leave your Cares _ to Pleaſures away, 
Here Phebus ſhall ſing, and old Menius ſhall laugh, 
And his Bottle of Nectar brave Bacchus ſhall quaff: 

When Time, honeſt Time, for a while ſhall be fil), 

And fit down like a Soul, till he tipples his Fill, 

Nor Care, nor Miſtruſt ſhall intrude on our Joys, 
For it's Comus invites * away my brave Boys. 
Es 2 1 III. „ 85 

Should Loſſes, or Croſſes, perplex ve, beſure, 

Ply the Glaſs briskly round for Misfortunes a Cure ; 
Aſculapius of Old had recourſe to the Bowl, 
And the Doctor you know was a ſpecial good Soul, 
While Health, roſy Health, fills the Bumpers around, 
For without 'em, he ws there's no Bliſs to be found. 
Then away ye brave Fellows to Camms's Shrine, 


| Where Friendſhip and Humour inceſſantly join; | 


Where Freedom and Mirth with the Bottle unite, 

| To beguile all your Care, and with Rapture delight; 
T ben hark to the Call, and no longer delay, 
For "tis Cemus invites — to his Temple away, 


U SONG 
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SONG cxvll. 


I. 


I Never loved but one Fair Maid, 
And ſhe did prove untrue, 
Untrue to him who to her paid, 
More Love than was her due, 
More Love than was ber due. 


N. 


Her 3 Heart and faithle's Eyes, 
Made many a Shepherd weep, 
While all of them fought for the Prize, 
Which none of them cou'd keep. 


11. 


Ab! ſince 'tis ſo ye Gods ſaid J, 
Te righteous Pow'rs above, 
N Revenge on her my Miſery, 
My true but lighted Love. - 


IV. 


May ſhe know what it is to , 
And fix her wand' ring Heart, 
On one who will unconſtant prove, 
And let her feel the Smart. 

V. : 
: 80 may ſhe le as ſhe made me, 2 
And find the ſame Diſdan; 


. since ſhe was pleas'd with Cruelty, 
No may ſhe feel the Pain, 


WA 


SONG 
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8 0 N G XVII. 
The DREAM. 


* ; : | * * 
I. 5 Ra 


C2 ME gentle God of ſoft Repoſe, — 
And lull my Soul to reſt, ö 
In thy Embraces let me loſe, 8 
be Pangs that rack my Breaſt, 
Ariſe ye dear Deceits ariſe, 

And dreſt in Damon's Form, 

| My long expeCting wiſhing Eyes, 

| With his Reſemblanee charm. 
Mitß his Reſemblance charm, 


II. 


Thoſe melting Sounds il let me ben, 
Which did his Flame impart: 

Which bleſt with Love my liſt' ning Ear, 
And pierc'd my yielding Heart, 

Why rove my Thoughts on pleaſing Cares, 

Which only Dreams beftow ; 

For Oh! when cer the Morn appears, 

[ wake to endleſs Wen 


III. 5 


The envious Light from my ſad Eyes, 
Drives ev'ry Joy away; 
With Night the lovely Phantom flies, 
And leaves me loſt in Day, 
Since waking thus I am diſtreſs, 
And Pleaſures fled with him; 
If fſleeping I can ſtill be bleſt, 
Let Life be all a Dream, 
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SONG CXIX. 


1 

J> E Stella ſee that Cat) lia Stream, 
Adorn the Valley ftray, 
Can Ar: attempt, or Fancy dream, 
To guide its winding Way, 
To guide its winding Way. 
80 vleas'd [| view thy ſhining Hair, 
In artleſs Ringlets flow, 

Not all thy Art, not all thy Care, 

Net all thy Art, not all thy Care, 

Can there one Grace beſtow. 
Can there ont Grace beſtow.” = 
= 2B 
- Behold again that verdant Hill, 
With Flowers enamell d o'er; 
Nor can the Painter's utmoſt Seil, 185 

Pretend to pleaſe us more. 

In vain wouldſt thou with baneful Eyes, 
Mend what thy Cheeks diſclolc : 

O may my Fair before the trs, 


Improve the blooming Roſe. 
A 


Though ncw the Linnets tuneful Throat, mw 


Each ſtudied Grace excel; 

Let Art conſtrain his tambling Note, 

Then will it pleaſe ſo well; 

Oh ! ever keep thy native Eaſe, 

By no III Mode confin'd; _ 

For Stella's Voice is found to pleaſe, 
When Stella's Words aie kind. 


— 


. 
— 
on 1 we . 
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SONG t 
. 


1 N lowring Clouds the Day was dreſt, 


The wintry Temptes blew, 
When Fanny o'er her ſnowy Breaſt, 
A Sable Tippit threw, 


c Then Cupid ſaid thus naked 


I muſt bear the peircing Wind, 
Beneath that Tippit let me Us, 

And kindly ſhelter find. 

And kindly, &c. 


II. 


That trifling Favout mall be thine, 


The pittying Maid reply'd ; 

But firſt that uſcleſs Bow reſign, 
And lay thoſe Darts aſide. 
The Joyful God with eager Haſte, 
The gracefu! Fair obey'd ; 


and on her ſoft delicious Breaſt, 
His ſhiv'ring Limbs he laid. 


an 


At lenzth I taſte a Joy ſincere, 
Cry'e out the happy God; 
O let me living ever bete, 
Maintain this bleſt Abode. 


But ſoon be felt more piercing Cold, 


Than c'er before he knew : 3 


And forc'd to quit his heavenly Hold, 


He ſtrait to 9988 flew. 


& 5 5 oN 
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SONG cxxl. 


. 
1 O V E never more (hall give thee Fain, 
My Fancy's fix'd on thee 
Nor ever Maid my Heart ſhall gain, 

My Peggy if thou die. 
Thy \; eauties d d fuch Pleaſure give, 

i hy Love's ſo true to me, 
Without thee I can never live, 

My Deary if thou die. 

IT. 

It Fate ſhould tear thee from my Breaft, 
Ho lonely ſhall I ſtray; 
In dreary Dreams the Ni, he 111 waſle, 

In Sighs the Silent Day 8 
I ne'er can ſo much Virws End, 
Nor ſuch Perfection ſce; | 
Then I I! renounce all Womankind, 5 

My Peggy aſter thee. 55 


III. 
No new blown Beauty fires my Heart, 
With Cupid's raving Ruge; 

But thine which can ſuch Sweets impart, 
Mutt all the World engage: 
Twas this that like the Morning Sun, | - 
Gave Joy and Life to me; 
And when it's deſtin'd Day is came, 

With Peggy let me 1 


Ye Pow'rs that ſmile on Virtuous Love, | 
And in ſuch Pleaſure ſhare; 


| You who it's faithful Flames approve, 


With Pity view the Fair; 


Reſtore 
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Reſtore my Peggy's wonted Charms, 
Thoſe Charms ſo dear to me; 

Oh! never rob them from thoſe Arms, 
Im n if "0 die. 


— 


— rn 


SONG CXXII. 


Th GARLAND, 


| „ 
T H E Pride of every Grove I choſe, 
| | The Violet ſweet and Lilly fair; 
The dapled Pink, the bluſhing Roſe, 
To deck my W Sally's Hair. 


At Morn the Nymph vouchſaſ” d to place, 
| Upon her Brow, the various Wreath; 
| The F. Wers les b! Om! ing tian her Fact , 
The Scent leis ftagtant _ het Dicati, 
The Sweets ſhe wore along the Day, 
And every Nymph and Shepherd ſaid; - -: 
That in her Hair they look'd more gay, 
Than glowing in _— _ Bed. 
Undreſs'd at Evening, vchen ſtie ſound, 
Their Odours loft, their Colours pall; 
Sbe chang'd her Look, and on the Ground, 
| Her Garland and her Eyes ſhe caſt. 


V. 
That Eye dropt Senſe, diſtin and clear, 
As any Muſes Tongue could ſpeak 3. 
When from its Lid a pearly Tear, 
Rar. trickling Cown her beaut'ous Check. 


ES | ES VI, 


- rh 
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N VI. 


Diſſembling what J knew full well, 


My Love my Life, ſaid I, explain, 
This Change of Humour ; prythee tell, 
* hat falling Tears what does it mean. 


VII. 


She ſigh'd, ſhe ſmil'd. and to the Flowers, 
Pointing, the lovely Moraliſt ſaid, 

See Friend in ſome few fleetin® Hours: 
Pcho:d ye what a Change is mace, 


VIII. 


Ah me! the blooming Pride of May, 

And that of Beatty are but one ; 

At Morn both Bou 1h, bright and gay; 
Bo th f ave at Evening pale and gone. 


Ix. 


At Dawn poor Sella danc' and ſunz, 
T he amorous Youths around ker bow'd, 
At Night her fatal Knell was rung, 


I . and kiſs'd her in her Shrow 1, 
. 


Tuch as ge: is who died to Day, 


Such alas! may be to morrow, 
Go Damen bid the Muſe dilplay, 


Ile Juttice of thy Salh's Sorrow. 


SONS 
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SONG CxxIII. 
Sung by Mrs. Clive, 
In the Tempeſt ; or the Inchanted Iſland, 


H ERE the Bee ſucks, ther lurk T, 
Where the Bee ſucks, there lurk E 
In a cowſlip Bed I lve, 
There I couch when Owls do cry; 
On the Batt's Back I 00 fly. 
Where the Bee ſucks, there lurk I, 
Il here the Bee fucks, there lurk J, 
In a cowſlip-Bed I lye, 
There I couch when Owls do cry x 
On the Batt's Back I do fly, 
After Sun-ſet merrily, merrily, merrily, merrily, 


merrily, 
Shall I live now, 
Under the Bloſſom that hangs on the Bough, 
That hangs on the Bough; _ 
| Under the Bom that —_ en the Bagh 


SON G CXXIV. 
CrRoss PuRrPosEs, 
PALEMON lov'd Pant, 
Paſtora ſigh'd for Damon; 


But 22 lov'd Aurora, 
Aurora, young Palæmon. 


1 
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| | | | 


| Paſtora gave to Damen, 


Palæuim gave Paflora. 

A Wreath and Shepherd's Crook; 
And Damon gave Aurora, 

A Enot and 8 
1 


A Cap with Chaplets crown d; 
Aurora gave Palæ mon, 
A Pipe with Hazel bound. 
IV. 


The Cap with Chaplets crown'd, 


Young Damon gave Aurora; 
The Pipe with Hazel bound, 
Palemn gave Paſtera. 
. 


The Wreath and Shepherd's Crook.” 


e gave Palæmen. 
VI. 


So croſely-turn'd their Preſents went, 


Their Love's fo oddly varied, 


That every Token that was ſent, 


It's true Deſign miſcarried. 


he —_—_—_——_—_— 


SONG cxxv. 


1. 
HYRS 7 $, the Glory of our if Plaine 
A lovely blooming Youth ; 


| In whoſe unſpotted Boſom reigns, 


Fair Virtue, Love, and Truth, 


- 


Py 
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"on 
One Evening ſitting by my Side, 
Took, from his tovely Breaſt, 
A fragrant Flower in all the Pride, 
Of blooming Beauty dreſs'd, 
| al. - 
Then with a ſweet engaging Air, 
From Affectation tree, 
Tho' lovelier Arab! was there, 
Preſented it to me. 
. 
A glowing Bluſb o'er ſpreads my Face, 
While 1] this T ruth impart; 
juſt as he gave thi, Flower, alas! 
He ſtole m. Virgin Heart, 
V. 
Yet need ! bluſh, ſince pure and chaſte, 
Is my unblemiſh'd lame, 
* dwells there in my guiltleſs Breaſt, 
\\ iſh defer v: ing blame. 
© # 
Still in my Heart the tend reſi Love, 
For this dear Youth | find ; 
No ! ime, nor Abſcence can remove, 
His ye from ay Mind. 


Pn ET 


| SONG cxxvl. 


J. 
5 zw AY let nought to Love . 
My dear Cleroa, move thy Fear, 
Let noi ght delay the heavenly Bleſſing. 
Nor ſqueamiſh FOG, nor gloomy Care, 


— P — 
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What tho' no grant of Royal Doners, 


_ We'll ſhine in more ſubſtantial IIonours, 


„ 


With pompous Titles Grace our Blood, 


And to be Noble, we'll 71 good, 
1 2 


What tho' from Fortunes laviſh Bounty, 


No mighty Treaſures we poſſe's, _ 


We'll find within our Pittance Plenty, 
And be content, without Exceſs, 


V. 


Still ſhall each kind returning Seaſon, 


Sufficient for our VV ifhes give, 


For we will live a Life of Reaſon, 


And that's the only way to live, 
| V. | 


Our Name, whilſt Virtue thus we tender, 


Shall ſweetly ſound where'er tis ſpoke ; 


And all the Great Ones much ſhall Wonder, 


How they admire ſuch little Folks. 
T hrough Youth and Ape, in Love excelling, 


We'll Hand in Hand together tread, 


Sweet ſmiling Peace ſhall crown our Dwelling, 
Sect ſmiling Babes 2 our Bed. 
5 f | V : f 
How ſhould I love the pretty Creatures, 
_ Whilſt round my Knecs they fondly Clung, 
In them to fee their Mother's Features, 
To hear them Liſp their Mother's Toungue. 
I VIII. 
And when with Envy Time tranſported, 
Shall think to rob us of our Joys. 
You'll in your Girls again be Cearted, 6 
And Igo Wooing in my Boys. . 


| 


SONG 


SONG CXXVIL 


= 
w HEN Ph#bus with chearful Ray, 
TY  1umes more ſouthern Skies; 
All Nature mourns the God of Day, 
Droeps, ſickens, fades, * dies. 
But when more ardent he returns, 
High glezming from afar ; 
Parch'd up with Heat all Nature burns, 
Beneath his rapid Car. 
l | III. 
By fair Narci//a's brighter Eyes, 
Thus doubly we expire, 
Chearleſs if ſhe their Light denies, 
And ſcorched beneath their Fire. 
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s ON G cxxvIII. 


| TR Sn, 

TO Hirriate, all accompliſh'd Fair, 
1 Begin, ye Nine, a grateful Air, 

Ye Graces join her Worth to to tel}, 
And blazun what „en can't excell, 
| $$ 

Let Hora rifle all her Bowers, 
For fragrant Shrubs, and painted Flowers, 
And in her vernal Robcs array'd, | 
Preſent th: u to the noble Maid, 
. . III. 

Her Breath ſhall give them new nerſ. ime, 
Her Bluſhes ſha their Dies out- loom; 
The Lilly now no more ſhal! . 

Its Whiteneſs in her Buſom loft. 
| i 


Nee 
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IV. 
Cee yon delicious Woodbines riſe, 
By Oaks exalted to the Skies; 
So view in Harriote's matchleſs Mind, 

Humility and Greatneſs join'd, 
| V. 

To paint her Dignity and Eaſe, 
Form'd to command and form'd to pleaſe ; 
In Wreaths expreſſive, be there wove, 

The Bird; of Venus and 9 Fover 

$ 
There, whine thiimmortal Lawrel grows, 
And there where Blooms the crimſon Roſe ; 

Be with this Lyre the Chaplet bound, 
That ent is with Virtue crown'd. 


SONG CXXIX. 


T* As in the Bloom of Mey, 
When Odours breathe around; 


When Nymphs are blyth and gay, 
And all with Mirth abound ; 
That happily I firay'd 
To view my fleecy Care, 
Where I beheld a Maid, 
No Mortal ger fo fair, 
Ns AMoerlal Cer fo fair. 


She wore upon her Head, 
A Bonnet made of Straw, 
W hich ſuch a Face did ſhade, 


At Phle&iu nie ver ſaw: 
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Her Locks of Nut- brown Hus. | 
A rounv-ear'd Coif conceal's ; 
Which to my pleaſing View, 
A ſporting Breeze reveal'd, 
A ſp:rting Breeze reveal d. 


Around her ſlender Waiſte, 
A Scrip embroider'd hung ; 


The Lute her Fingers grac'd, 


Accompany'd with a Song; 
With ſuch a pleaſing Note, 
Cuxzoni might regale; 
Or Philemela's Throat, | 
That warbles thro' the Vale, 
| That warbles thro the Vale. 


Not long I ſtood to view = 
Struck with her heav'nly Ait; : 
I to the Charmer flew, 
And caught the yielding Fair: 
Hear this, ye ſcornful Belles, 
And milder Ways purſue ; 
She that in Charms excels, 
Exeels in Kindneſs too, 
Excels in Kindneſs too, 
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SONG CXXX, 
RECITITAYVE. 


J. 


TOW gentle was my Damen's Air, 
Like ſunny Beams his golden Hair; 
"Hi Voice was like the N:gbtingale's 
More ſweet his Breath than flow'ry Vacs: 
How hard ſuch Beauties to reſign, 
And yet that cruel Task is mine. 
Flow hard ſuch Beauties. &e. 


AIR. 
II. 
On ev'ry Hill, in ev'ry Greve, 
Along the Margin of each Stream; 
Dear conſcious Scenes of former Love, 


I mourn and Damen is my Theme: 
The Hills, the Groves, the Streams remain, 


But Damen there I ſeek in vain, 


The Hills, the Groves, &c. 
II. 


From B ill, from Dale each Charm is fled, 


Groves, Flocks, and Mountains pleaſe no more, 
Each Flow'r in Pity droops its Head, 
All Nature dots my Loſs deplore: 
All, all reproach the faithleſs Swain, 
Yet Damon til} 1 ſeek in vain, 
All, ail reproach, &e. 
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SON G CXXXI. 


Ar St Ohh by the Mill, 
There lives a lovely Laſs, 


O had I her good Will, 
How gayly Life would paſs : 
No bold mtruding Care 
My Blifs ſhould e'er deftroy ; 
Her Smiles would gild Deſpair, 
And brighten ev'ry Joy. 


Like Nature's rural Scene, 

| Her artlefs Beauties charm z 

' Like them with Joy ſerene, 

Our wiſhing Hearts they warm; 

Her Wit with Sweetneſs crown'd, 

Steals ev'ry Senſe away; 

The liſt' ning Swains around 

Forget the — Day. 


Health, Funes Wealth, nd Eaſe, 
Without her taſtleſs are; | 
She gives them Pow'r to pleaſe, 
And makes them worth our Cue: | 
Is there, ye Fates, a Bliſs, 

Reſerved for my Share; 

Indulgent hear my Wiſh, 
And grant it all in her. : 
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S ON G CXXXII 


[ F Love be a Favlt, and in me thought a Crime, 5 

How great's my Offence, bear you witneſs, O 
Time; ; 

The Days, ard the Nights, and the Hours as 5 
roll'd, 

Vou know may be felt, but are ne'er to be told: 

One Day paſt away, and ſaw nothing but Love, 

Another came on, and the ſame thing did prove; 

The Sun is grown tir'd, ſtill to look on the ſame, 

Put I grew more pleas'd as the next Moment came. 


I fave you all Day, and all Day wich new Guſt, 
And yet e Day wus to me as the firſt ; 

Thus fleeting Time paſſes with Down on its Wi ng, 
And whilſt this remains, reſt unenvy'd, ye E. 
If this be a Crime be my Judges, ve Fair, 

And if I muſt ſuffer for what is ſo rare, 

True Lovers hereafter this Wonder ſhall tell. 
The Cauſe of my Death was for loving too well. 


—. ä 4 q : K 


80 N G CXXXIII. 


NE Summer 8 Exe. as Ser phon rov d, 
Wrapi i'p ' Thought profound; 
Surpriz'd he 5 h s beit belov'd, 
Lie ſleepin: on the Ground: 
Awake, my pretty fleeper, .-" 
Awake to Stephens Cal; 
Be careful, for your LO“, Sake, 
"Tis — the Dew: drops fall. 


7 Then 


, 
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Then to her Cheek his “Lips he laid, 
And gently ſtole a Kils ; 


dhe till ſlept on, he not diſmay'd, 


Repeats the tranſient Bliſs : 


She wakes, and thus with eager Tone, 


Away, away, ſhe ciics; 
Then faultring, bids the Swain begone, 
She ſigh d and clos'd her Eyes. 


Tho' cruel are your Words, ſweet Maid, 


an >izhs proceed from Hate ; Y 


My Doubts ate gone, then down he laid, 


Relolv'd to ſhare her Fate: 
Defended from the noxious Air, 
Within his Arms ſhe lay; 


And tho' the Swain oft wak'd the Fair FE 


dhe ſaid no more till Day. 


N er. 


755 8 Wine makes os love, and Love makes 1 us 
drink, | 5 

And each docs the other i improve; ; 

il think myſelf Jove, while theſe I enjoys 


Nor own myſelf Mortal till old. 
| Chorus. Then] join 'em, my Boys, make the Bleſſings 


divine, | 
For Men muſt be Gods when they've Women 
and Wine. | | 


Z 2 | 
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When old I am grown, and toying is paſt, 


In Wine I mift place all my Joy; 


; And tho' I'm unfit tor Love to the laſt, 


Yet ftill 1 can drink till I die. 


Chorus. Then join 'em, my Boys, make the Bleſſings 


divine, 


For Men muſt be Gods when n they ve Women | 


and Wine. 


O 0 N IJ XXxV. 


0 keep my gale Jeſſe, 
What Labour wou'd ſ:em heard ; * 


Each toilſome Task how eaſy, 


Her Love the ſweet Reward. 


The Bee thus uncomplaining, 


Eſteems no Toil ſevere: 
The ſweet Rewards obtaining, 
Of Honey ws Near. 


* 1 


_— a CEE I : 


Bhibe n 


BLYTHE Jeckey, young and par, 


Is all my Heart's Delig't ; 


He's all my Talk by Day, 


And all my Dreams by Night, 
And al! wh Dreams by Night, 


If from the Lad | be, 


*Tis Winter then with me 1 


ut when he tarries here, 


Lis Summer all the Year, 
is Summer all the Year. 


When 


A4 A Culleftion of Sons, 12g 
When I and Fockey met 
Firſt, on the flow'ry Dale, 
Right ſweetly he me tret, 
= And Love was all his Tale, 
| =" os Love, Te: © 
 _ « You are the Laſs, ſaid he, 
That ſtole my Heart from me; 
And look'd ſo ſweetly kind, 
| ThatI my Heart reſign'd, 
That I my Heart, SS. 


I'm glad when Jockey comes, 
Sad when he gangs away 
Tris Night when Jecley glooms, 
| But when he ſmiles "tis Day, 
| But when, Sc. N 
When our Ey es meet, I pant, 
I colour, ſigh, and faint; 
What Laſs, that wou'd be kind, 
Can better tell her Mind, 
| Can better tell her Mind, 


SONG cxxxvl. 


Houghty STREPHON, 


' WF E Gods that round fair Celia wait, 

EY From her bright Eyes to bring my Fate, 
: Bear to the Nymph my ſofteſt Sighs, 
And tell her, her Adorer dies; 

But if that won't her Pity move, 

And ſhe, proud Thing, diſdains to Love; 
Then let her know 'tis all a Lye, | 
For haughty Strephon ſcorns to die. 5 
e „ SONG 
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80 N G mn. 
To the Tune of, The Roaſt Beaſt of Old England. 
BOATSWAIN. 


* 
VINCE again bold Defiance appears in proud France, 


Ye ftaunca Britih Tars, let us boldly advance; 
And now in our Turns let us teach them to dance. 


Cnorvs of Folly Tars. 


O! the brave Tars ef Old England; 
TO O the Old Engliſh brave * 


I. 
Tho! furious at firſt, yet we know they'll ſcon 4703 
But brave Hritich Tats, they will conquer or dye O: 
From the Shores vi vid Thames, to the Banks of Chis 


E the brave Tars, „ 
Ir. 


As ſoon as juſt Vengeance ſhall take up her Whip, 
From the Head to the Stern they will tremble and | 


Skip ; | ; 
For they _ on Soup Maizre „ while we drink good 
5 Flip. 
0 as brave FO &e. 


IV. 
Our Commanders, tho' wiſe, will give Valour due 
Scope, 
As tbe Ship is padre. or reſtrain'd, by a Rope; 
Fair Cautjon' s our Helm, and our Anchor i is Hope. 


O the brave Var, * 
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V. = 
As ſoon as our plorious Commander embarks 


| In ſpite of the Threats of ten Thouſand 3 


We are Gudgeons, they think; but they'll find we 
are Sharks. | 
2 the brave Tar: &c, 


vr 
The Genius of Britain behold on the tet, 
And O.d Engliſh Faith without Blemiſh or Speck ; 


|: For either, or both, I'd venture my Neck. 


0 the brave Tars, &c. 


VII. 
Behod Naval Glory preſents her own Crown t' ye: 


Comme hither, brave Boys, from each Town and eich 
County, 


4 And] joyous partake of His Majef- 3 
E = 0 the brave Tars, ke · 


: vi. | 
No more ſhall the French, with their Goſerinader, 
brave ” - 
But each Fop i in Armour ſhall cry out Peccavi; 


Sing Huzzah ! to King GE OR G E, and his brave | 
Royal Navy. 


Cuonvs of Falh . 


O! the brave Tars of Old England ; 
And, 0 ' the Old — trav Tan. 


SONG 
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SONG CXXXVIIL 
I. 


1 to ſome ſhady cool Retreat, 


Where ſpreading Trees conſpire to meet, 
To hide my Bluſh while I repeat, 
The Love I bear my Collin: 


Name all that's amiable in Love, 
My Collin amply doth improve, 


The ſacred Truth of Heaven above, 
- Is center'd in my Collin. 


- I 
Was I poſſeſs'd of Monarchs Lands, 


Of Eaſtern Shores, or golden Sands ; 
No one ſhou'd ſhare in Hymen's Bands, 


With me but lovely Collin: 
With him, beneath a Myrtle Seat, 
I'll fing and bleſs my happier Fate, 


Than ſeated on a Throne of State, 


I any one but Collin. 


„ 
So long 28 Satan's Glaſs ſhall run, 
Or Perſians hail the Riſin? Sun, 


Or till my Thread of Life is ſpun, 


80 . ſhall I love Collin; 
And when I take the parting Kiſs, 


In Death I'll cheer my Heart with this ; 


ThatI ſhall meet in future Bliſs, 
Again, with thee my Collin. 


„ 
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ILL mea Bow), a mighty Bowl, 
Large as my capacious Soul; 

1 28 my Capacious Soul; 

Vaſt as my Thirſt is, 

Let it have Depth enough to be my Grave 

I mean the Grave of all my Care, 

For I deſign to bury't there; 

Let it of Silver fafhion'd be, 

5 Worthy of Wine, worthy of me, 

_ Worthy to adorn the Spheres, 

Worthy to adorn the Spheres, = 

As that bright Cup, as that bright Cops 
Amongſt the Stars, 

F me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl, 
Large as my Capacious Soul, 


SONG CXL. 
To the Tune of, One Night I dream'd a pretty Dream. 


Made ly a Sailor, wh; it he was Priſener on the Wand 
| Cuba, the laſt War. 


| 
W ASon a River's verdent ide, 
Juſt at the Cloſe Fay Day, 
vole Herton ſportir;y with his Bride, 
In fa 1 GC; 12 4; [and lay. 
Alas Az. =, ung Herton cry'd, 
Is tas: Day | 
That ] rave hc: 1 to abide, 
Belore Ludi away. 


Aa 
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III. 
And he beg to weep and moan, 


Wh.n that ſhe heard him ſay, 
A! as my Dear, I muſt be gone, 
From you this very Day. 


& # 


Farewell, he cry'd. ye ſilver Streams, 


Ye ſhady Woods adieu, 


W here Phebus us'd to dart his Beams, 


And bleſs both me and; vou: 


\ 


Farewell ye charming pleaſant Fiel.'s, 


Soft Scenes of happy Love; 


Farewell ye cnarming lofty. Trees, 


Where I Was us d to rove. 


VI. 
No more with vou I may converſe, 
See yonder's fetting Sun, 
Attends whilſt I my laſt rehearſe, 
And then | mult be gone, 


VII. 
Weep not my tender loving Mate, 
Tho' it has happened ſo; 
It is the hard Dec es of Fate, 
And I with Sorrow go, 


„ F 

But if a ſaſe Return betid, 
Then This i, true, Iſwear; 

Thet I will make you my Pride, 
My Life, my Love, my Dear, 


SONG 
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| The Lavpy's Anſwer. 


85 | 
O W- can 1 enuſe nut Wes p my Dear, 
With you now for to part; 
One that I lov'd mot ſince: c, 
With all my Sou! 10 and Hes: t. 


| | „ 

| And 1 ſhall always wecping be, 
When you from me ate gone; 

Whilſt you are creſi g of t e Sta 
I ſhall pray for your Return. 


III. 
| 0 cruel ! cruel | diſmal Fate, 
: To tare my Love from me, 
| And give our Bliſs ſo ſhoit a Date, 
| O! when 1 my Truc-love fee? 


IV. 

would 5 ſearch all round the World, 

Could I my Truz-love find, 

That was from me torc'd and hurrd, 
| Bo much againſt his Mind. 


| V. Fn 
F ul] 3 Yon I' wait for thee, my Dear, 
And ſpend the Time, in Grief and Pain, 
But this, alas! | greatly fear, 
You'll ne'er return again. 


. 
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| VI. 

But 11 love no more, for thy dear ſake, 
Nor ver Inc:inc my Brealt | | 
Thinking on thee my Heart will break, 
With Grief and Want of Reſt. Rs 


VII. 


T like the Turtle Dove will mourn, 


"The Loſs of my deat Mate, 
And every Day with Lias zn] groans, 
Lament my wretched Fats, 


. 


And when kind Death ſhall ſummons me, 


l' ge, void of all fear, 
And fin, for Joy, that I'm ſet free, 
To meet Wit ther, my Dear. 


HW * 5 — — 


SONG XIII. 


I 


M7 Herever I'm g+ ++, 2nd all the Day long, 


* 


„rat tome, or alone in a Throng, 


1 find ch my Paſſion's fo l.vely and ſtrong, 
Ih Lame, when I'm ſilent, runs ſtill in my 


Song 7 
Sing Baiinamme Ora, Balimnamone Ora, 
Zalinamong Ora, a Kiſs of your ſweer Lips for me. 
8 II. 
Since the firſ. Time I ſaw you, I take no Repoſe, 
I ſleep all the Day to forget h If my Woes; 


So hot is the F.,ame in my Boſom which glows, 
By St Patrick I fear it will burn thro' my Cloaths, 


Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinaming Ora, 
Your pretty black Hair ſor me. 


: III. | 


I. 


In my Conſcience, 1 fear I ſhall die i in my Gave, 
Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will ſhave ; 
And grant the Petition your Lover does crave, 
Who never was free till you made him your Slave. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Baiinamone Ora, 
Your pretty black Eyes for me. 


1v. 


On that his Day, when 1 . you my Bride 
With a winging long Sword, how PII ſtrut and II 
ſtride! 

In a Coach and fix Horſes, with Honey IU ride, 
As before you I walk to the Church by your . 
Sing 3 Ora, Balinamane Ora, | 
"Four little white Fiſt for me. 


SONG CXLII. = 
* 


Or good Engliſh Beer our JE let's raiſe, 
We've a Right by our Freedom Charter; 
And follow our brave Forefathers Ways, 
Who liv'd in the Days of King Arthur: 

Of thoſe gallant Days loud Fame has told, 
Deer gave the ſtout Britons Spirit, 


fn Love they ſpoke Truth, in War they were | bold, 8 


And — by Dint of Merit, 


Bb 1 Cnonvs. 
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 CHoRvwbs, 


Then like them crown our Bowls, 
Our plenteous brown Bowls, 


And take them off clever ; 
To all true Engliſh Souls, 
And Old Al Old England, for ever, 


' Huzza Old England for ever, 
Huzza Old England for ever, 
Old England, 006 England, 


Huzza Old England for ever. 
BY 


The Glory i in 18 or War they won, 


By Fighting, Retreats, and Sallies, 


w as from the Production of their own, 


Good Beer and roaſt Beef in their Bellies; 


All foreign Attempts they did diſdain, 


So fir'd with Reſolution ; 


For Liberty they'd bleed ev'ry Vei in, 


To keep their own Conſtitution. 


Cheri, Then like them crown our r Bowls, &C. 


III. 


Like them let us fill, and drink, and ſing, 
To all who our State are aiding; 


To Commerce, that our Wealth ders bring, 


And every Branch of our Trading; 
By Commerce all, Grandeur we ſuſtain, 
That makes us a powerful Nation; 


Then let us agree, and with Vigour maintain 


Our Trade and our Navigation. 


4 Colledtion of Soxos. — 92 

| -CnorUus: 
Then like them. crown our Bowls, 
Our plenteous brown Bowls, 
And take them off cleyer '8 
To all true Engliſh Sou's, | | 

And Old Eng land, Old England, for ever, 
Huzza Old Eng r for ever, 
Huzza Old te lard for ever; 
Oid England, O!4 England, 
Huzza Old England ſor ever. 


'X | 
\ E AR PO cruel Fair, 
How could you firſt my Heart enſnare, 
Then leave that Heart to break. 
Then leave that Heart to lrcat. 
How could jou firſt obtain a Prize, 
By thoſe dear ſweet deluding Eyes, 
And then that Prize forſake, 
And then that Prize i 


Like the cloſe everlaſting . 

My Heart is doom'd to burn the ſame, 
Whilſt you the Heart inſpire; 

You like the Veſtal void of Sleep, 
Within eternal Vigils keep, 
And feed the fainting Fire. 

Dear cruel Ny mph thoſe Flames ſuppreſt, 
O love me more, or plague me leſs ; 
Too much you know I've bore : 
For ſhame throw off that haughty Air, 
And ſhew the ſoft complying Fair, 
Or let me love no more. 


Bb2 s ON 
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SONG CXLV. 


wW HILST on thy dear Boſom lying, 
When the Rapture I'm enjoying, 


Ceælia who can ſpeak my Bliſs, 
When thy balmy Lips I Kiſs, 
Every look with Love inſpires me, 
Euxery Touch my Boſom warms, 
Every melting Murmur fires me, 
Every Joy is in thy Arms. 
II. 


T hoſe dear Eyes how ſoft they languich, 
Feel my Heart with Rapture beat, 


Pleaſure turns almoſt to Anguiſh, 
When the Tranſport is ſo ſweet. 

Look not fo divinely on me, 

Cælia ] ſhall die with Bliſs, 

Vet, yet turn thoſe Eyes upon me, 

 Who'd not die a Death like this, 


1 


« 


FARE W EL ungrateful Traitor, 


Farewel my perjur'd Swain, 
Let never injur'd Creature, 
Believe a Man again, 


T's eaſy to deceive us, 
In pity of your Pain, 
But when we love you leave us, 
To rail at yon in vain, 


SONG CXLVI. 


| 


i 


Sigb 


**. 
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Sigh no more, Lakes figh no more, 
Men were Deceivers ever ; 

One Foot at Sea, and one on Shore, , 

To one Thing conſtant never. 


_ Y 
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The MezTinG G E145. 


I. 
L E T me fy i into thy Arms, 

Let me tafte again thy Charms, 
Kiſs me, preſs me, to thy Breaſt, 
In Rapture not to be expreſt. 
Let me Claſp thy lovely Waiſte, 
Throw thy Arms around my Neck, 
Thus embracing and embrac'd, 
Nothing ſhall our Raptures check. 
Nothing ſhall our 8 8 check, 


Heart with mutual Pleafure glowing, 
Lips with Lips _ growing, 

Eyes with Tears of Gladneſs flowing, 
Eyes with Tears of Gladneſs flowing, 

Eyes and Lips and Heart ſhall ſhow, 
The Exceſs of ys that Lovers know, 

_ The Exceſs of Joy, the Exceſs of Joy, 

Of Joy that meeting Lovers know, 

Of Foy that meeting Lovers know, 
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SO N S cxLvill. 


75e JovIAL VoLuxTIERs, 


LL jovial Tarrs that have a Mind, 
To ſerve King George that's good and kind, 
Come liſt, and enter into Pay, 

Then over the Hills and far away : 

Over the Hills and over the Main, 

Your Country's Glory to regain, 
King George commands, and we'll obey, 
Over the Hills 2nd far away. 

Here's Thirty Shillings, with Cans of Flog, 
And that will make you jump and skip, 
And Plunder get both Night and Day, 
When over the Hills _ far n: Sc. 
II. 
Hear that brave Boys, and let us go, 
Or elſe we ſhall be preſs'd you know, 
Then lift and enter into Pay, | 
And over the Hills and far away: 
Over the Hills, Ec. 1 _ 

. 


The Cap tains they will ſearch about, 
To end ſuch brisk young Fellows out, 
Then let's be Voluntiers I ſay, 
Over the Hills and far away; 
Over, Sc. 

v. 

He that is forc'd to go and feht, 
Will never get true Honour by't ; 
While Voluntiers ſhall win the Day, 
When o'er the Hills and far away, 
N &c. 


VI. 


„ e 


A ColieBlion so. 1 


. 
Our Hawke, like the Immortal Drake, 


_ Willmake the French and Spaniards quake, 
When o'er the Hills, and o'er the Main, 
He breaks their cloſe Intrigues in twain ; 
And Plunder gets both Night and Day, 
When o'er the Hills and far away, 
Over, Sc. 
VII. 
For if we go 'tis One to Ten, 
But we return all Gentlemen, 
All Gentlemen as well as they, 
When o'er the Hills and far away: 
Over the Hills and over the Main, 
Our Country's Glory to maintain. 
VIII. 
d brave Boys be not wheedPd then, 
| By falſe deſigning crafty Men, 
That here in Ambuſh Ive, b 
Jo betray you all to Slavery, 
Then lift my Lads and enter into Pay, 
And o'er he Hills and far away; | 
Over the Bills and over the Main, 
Tour Country's Glory to maintain. 
IX, | 
While our Rojal Duke at Home will _ 
The two Italian Snakes that here in Ambuſh 10 | 
And once again he'll make them fly, 
O'er the Hills and far away, 
Oer the H.lls and far away, 


The Wind to blow their falſe Plad away. | 


SONG 
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S 0 N -CXEXIX. 
N ; d q 


OU ſpotted 8 with double Tongue, 
1 Hedgebogs be not ſeen 
Newts and blind Worms do no Wrong, | 
Come not near the FAIRY QUEEN, 
Ppbilomel with Melody, | — 
Sing in your ſweet Lullaby, 
Lulla, Lulla, Lullaby, Lulla, Lulla, Lullaby. 
Never Harm, nor Spell, nor Charm, 
Come the Fairy's Pillow nigh, 
So good Night with Lullaby, 


IL, 


- — — — — SS 


Weaving Spiders come not here, ; 
Hence you long-legg'd Spinners hence ; 
Beetles black approach not near, 
Worm nor Snail do no Offence. 
 Philomel with Melody, 
Sing in your ſweet Lullaby. 
Lulla, Lulla, Lullaby, Lulla, Lulla, Lullaby, 
Never Harm, nor Spell, nor Charm, 
Come the Fairy's Pillow nigh, 
So good Night with Lullaby, 


SONG 
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8 PRING returns; the Fawns advance, 


Leading on the ſprightiy Dance. 
Leading on the Sprightly Dance. 
O'er the Fallow, o'er the Glade, 
Thro' the Sunſhine, thro' the Shade, 


Whilſt I forlorn and penfive ſtill, 


Sit fighing for my Daffodil. 


=_ 
See the wanton Nymphs appear, 


Smiling all, as Smiles the Year ; 
Sporting, print where'er they tread, 


| Daiſy Ground, or Primroſe Bed. 


* : — 


This my laſt Pelitioh bear. 


Wn I, e. 
nm. : 


Now the beni with wat'ry Shoe, 


Bruſhes by the Morning Dew, 
With officious Love to bear, 
F ren blown Co ſlips to his Fir, 
| Whil/t 7 Kc. ; 

: IV. 1 
Gentle Nymphs, forſake the Mead, 
To my Love for Pity plead, 
Go, ye Swains, and ſeek the Fair, 


* 1 Ke. 


Sweeteſt Maid, that e' er was ſen, 


Dance at Wake, or trip the Green, 


| See a Love-fick fighing Swain, 
| Hear my Vows, releive my Pain, 


Or with your Frowns for Pity kill, 


Top cate cruel, Dafidil. 


e 
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SONG CLI. 


C 0 N E my Lads, form the Ring, 
| Let us dance, let us fing, 
Let us dance, let us fing, 
Great George is our King, 

---: And Hase Ha 
Great George is our King, and Huzza 
While the Deck floats with Blood, 

And we crimſon the Flood, 


Old England's our own, and Huzza ! 


Old England, Old England, Old Ergland, 


Old England's our own. and Huzza ! 
Huzza! Huzza! you" 
Bear a Hand, hoiſt away, 
Britain's Standard diſplay, 
Steady, ſteady, my Lads, and Huzza! 
On the Breaſt of tlie Deep, 
Our Squadrons ſhall ſweep, 
And ſcower the Channel; ooh 
11 
Hark our Guns how they roar, 
Sce they ſhake tle French Shore, 


Tother Volley my Lads, and Huzza! : 


This is a Trae, - 

Well play at Ohie, 
The Symphony ſtill is * "2h 

V | 

Charge again on the Foe, 
| Then redouble the Blow, | 
Give three Checrs, and Huzza! 
Now our Glaſſes we'll ring, 
| Here's a Health to our King, 


And the Chorus conclude with Huzza! 


SONG 
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SONG cu. 


The han! IN ILOR'S Reſolution, fo Tie the 


FNC HH; 


4 Ne w Ballad Sung by 4 Common Sa iron, 22 


Admiral ANS ON. 
L 


17 HAT Ship honeſt Brother Sailor, 
You muit ſtop and let us know, 


If you're Enter d or Protected, 


| 


You muſt tell us before you go; 
Here's our Warrants to impreſs you, 
Ne'er repine, my Noble Blood; 


We don't mean for to oppreſs j 


It $ for e our Ning and Country- 5 Good. 
II. 


Now to Eumble the proud Frenchmen, 
Britiſb Courage muſt be ſhewn, 
Or the haughty proud Villains 
Will never know, what is their own, 
Their Men-of- war we'll all make rattle, 
France ſhall tremble at our Sight; 


; Haſte brave- boys, away to Battle, 


France you know could never — : 


III.. 


5 Maſt our Merchant Ships be taken, 


And we live at home at Eaſe; 


| Our Brother-Sailors jail'd and priſon'd, 


With buggy Beans, and rotten Peas; 3 . 
Their 
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Their Lodgings, Dungeons, Chains and Fetters, 


In the Limits of the Indian Vane : 
Whoſe Aſſurance makes us fancy, 
He is Maſter of the Main. 


IV. | 


Let their King, that Politician, 
With their lofty Dons conſpire, 
To appeaſe our Injur'd Nation, 
And evade our Engliſh Fire: 
Shall it be ſaid in Fore gn Nations, 
That a Frenchman dare controul, 
The Merchandize and Navigation, 
Of the Generous Britsh Soul ? 


* 


God proſper long our Noble Monarch, 
hleſs the Britiſb Parliament; 
Who to right their Fellow Subjects, 
Did ſo freely give Conſent : 
Here's a Health to our brave Admiral, 
And his Seamen who will go, 

With undaunted Reſolution, 
For to fight Old-England's Foe. 
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8 of NG CLI. 


* 
<H AT 13 s my Friend, my Delight, and 


my Pride, 

He have boaſted, and ſeek not to b E 

| I dwell on her Praiſes wherever I go, 

They ſay I'm in Love, but I anſwer'd no, 

No, no, no, no, no, no, nn, no, no, no, no, 
They lay I'm i in Love, but I anſwer' d, no, no. 


TT, 


Ar Evening oft · times with what Pleaſure 1 ſee, 

A Note from her Hand lil be with you at Tea, 
My Heart how it buunds waen 1 hear her below, 
* lay not its Love, for Lanſwer no, no. 


„ 
She ſings me a Song, and I Eccho its Strat n, þ 
Again I cry Jenny, ſweet Fenny again, 


| kiſs her ſweet Lips, as if there I could grow, 
But ſay not its Love, for I anſwer no, no 


IV. 
She tells me her Faults as ſhe fits on my Knee, 


| 1 chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an Angel to me, 


My Shoulder ſhe taps, and ftill „ids me think fo, _ 
M ho knows but ſhe Loves, tho ſhe aalwers no, no. 
F. 


From Beauty and Wit, and good Humour how I, 
Shou'd Prudence adviſe, and comętl me to {y, 
Thy bounty O Fortune, make haſte to beſtow, 


And let me deſerve her, or ſtill 11 fay no. 


Dd $ONG 
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SO NG CLAV. 
1 


OO late fer Redrefs, and too ſoon for my Eaſe, 
I faw you, I lov'd, and I wiſh'd I could pleaſe; 


I r your Eyes read the Language of mine, 
And ſaw my Love's Image reflected on thine; 
The Flatterer Hope to my Ruin led on, 


Ad taught me to judge of your Heart by my on: 


Self- love to my Wiſh was at Hand to perſuade, 


Jhat my Love was return'd, and my Friendſhip : 


vepaid. 
1 
But nk from this Heros, tis with Anguiſh I bad; 
Words and Looks were but civil, which once 1 
thought kind; : 
Its Colour po . falſe Fancy will lend, 


Jo form the fond Lover, or image the F riend : 
But be ſtill my poor Heart, or beat thee to reſt, 


Pl drive this Tormenter, this Love from my Breaſt, 


Il break the gay Bauble my Fancy has made, 
And ur the Heart Self- love has betray” d, 


_—— — 


S ONG CLV. 
The RETORT. 
"4 
| Y E Fair from Man's inſidious Love, 
Your tcnder Heart defend, 
Leſt the miſtaken Bliſs ye Ps 


But $0: TOW 1 in the End: 3 
Thro' 
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Thro' Reaſon ſcan each artful Man, 
Nor Truft your Ear or Eye, 
Young Maids beware, young Maids beware, young 
Maids beware, . 
Men Fiſh enſnare, 
With artificial F ly. 


11. 

With Leaks: as fair as Summer F low 8, 
Soft Words like Honey ſweet, 

and Tears that fall in gentle Show'rs 
Your Pity they'll intreat, 

Mere common Arts to catch you: Hearts, 

Each Foible to deſcry, : 

* Maid. beware, . 


III. 
The honeſt Clown that plows the Land, 
In Love is all a Cheat, 
And Monarchs born to high Command, 
Well know the dear Dec. 10 3 
In Love's ſly Iricks and Politics, 
A Promiſe is a Lie, 
| Young Maids beware, & c. 


IV. 


Were Clods of Earth all animate, 

Each Blade of Graſs a Tongue, 
Twou'd waſte their Moiſture to relate, 

The Miſchiefs Men have done; 
Then guard your Hearts from Cupid J Darts, 
And all the Sex defy 
Nur Maidi beware, Men Fiſh enſnare, 
| 57 Vith artijccial Fy. 
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s Oo NG CLVI 
1. 


Y E Mortals whom Fancies and Troubles perplex, | 
Whom Folly miſguides, and Infirmities vex 
Whoſe Lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt, | 
Who riſe without Joy, and lie down without Reſt; | 
| Obey the glad Summons, to Letbe repair, g 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your Care- 


. 


Old xlaids ſhall forget what they wiſh for in vain, 
And young ones the Rover, they cannot regain; 
The Rake ſhall forget how laft Night he was cloy'd, 
And Chl again be with Paſſion enjoy'd; 
| Obey then the Summons, to Lethe repair, 

And drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care, 


. 


The Wife at one Draught may forget all her Wants, 
Or drench her fond Fool to forget her Gallants; 
I be troubled in Mind ſhall go chearful away, 
And Yeſterday's Wretch be quite happy To- day; 
Obey then the Summons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your Care. 


| 
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SONG CLI. 


1. 
H 0 Begging is an honeſt Trade, 
Which Wealthy Knaves diſpiſe, 
Yet Rich-men may be Beggers made, 
And we that beg may Riſe, 


The greateſt Kings may be betray'd, 


And loſe their Sovereign Power, 
But he that ſtoops to ask his Bread, 
But he that ſtoops to ask his Bread, 

Can never fall much 1 

I. 
Tho? Foreigners have ſwarm'd of late, 

And ſpoil'd our begging Trade, 


Tet ſtill we live and drink good Beer, 


Tho” they our Rights invade ; 


Some ſay they for Religion fled ; 


But wiſer People tell us, 
They were forc'd here to ſeek their Bread, 
For being too rebellious. 
III. 


* Let heavy Taxes greater grow, 


To make our Army fight, 
Were 'tis not to be had you know, 
The King muſt loſe his Right, 


Let one Side laugh, the other mourn, 


We nothing have to fear, 


But that great Lords will Beggars be, 


To be as . as we are. 
IV. 


| What tho” we make the World believe 


That we are ſick or lame, 


"Tis now a Virtue to deceive, 


Our Teachers do the ſame ; ˖ ; 
IM A 
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In Trade diſſembi'ng is no Crime, 
And we may live to ſee, 
That begging in a little Time, 
The only T rade OI be. 


— 


80 N G CLVIN. 


; ow: can they taſte of Joys or Grief, = 
Who Beauty) s Pow'r did never prove ; 


Love's all our Torments, our Relief, 
Our Fate depends alone on Love. 


Was I in heavy Chains eonfin'd, 
Neæra's Smiles wou'd eaſe that State: 


Nor Wealth nor Pow'r could bleſs my Mind, 


7 Curs'd by her Abſcence, or her Hate. 


Of all the Plants which ſhade the Field, 
The fragrant Myrtle does ſurpaſs ; 

. No Flow'r ſo gay that docs not yield, 

To blooming Roſe's gaudy Dreſs. * 


No Star ſo bright that can be "OY 
When Phebus' Glories gild the Skies: 

No Nymph ſo proud adorns the Green, 
But yds to fair Nee@ra's Eyes. 


The am'rous Swains no , OF'tings bring, | 
To Cupid's Altar as before: 
To her they play, to her they ſing, 
And own in Love no other Pow'r, 


Cupid thine Empire to regain, . 
Upon this Conqu'ror try thy Dart; 
O!] touch with Pity for my Pain, 
 Neard' J cold dildainful Heart, 


$ONG 


\ 
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SONG CLIX. 
HARRIOT. 


— by a young Lady. 


| 
AR RIOT i is a bonny, bonny, bonny, bony, 


| bonny Lats, | 
As e' er was in our Country, and as e- er I o'er the 
Graſs; 
Che is jolly, ſhe is bonny, ſhe is witty, 1 is pretty, | 
She is chatty and good humour'd ; 


She can dance, and ſhe can prance, 


She can grin, and ſhe can fing, Fald: dali ra ra. 


Good lack and a well. a-day, well-a-day, well-a day, 


Good lack, good lack, and a well-a- ** well. a- day, 


| Good lack and a well-a day, 


II, 
Mary i is 2 Cleaver Girl, 
As e'er was in our County, and never was a Churl; 


| the is eaſy, and will ple>ſe ye, 


She is chearful, ſhe is careful, 


She's good natured and ſincere, 


dhe can work, and ſhe can play, 


| She can laugh, and ſhe can ſay, Faldi dalai ra ra. 


=_ 
Beauty i is a charming little Dog, 


As &er was in our County, and nothing of the Hog ; 3 


She is humble, ſhe can tumble, 

She is pretty, ſhe is chatty . _ 

She's good natured, and well bred, 

She can play, and ſhe can firay, 

dhe can jump, and ſhe can Mump, Faldi dali ra. 
1 SONG 


| Co lection of SON Gs. 
$ONG-CIEX - 
Bright Author, 


RIG HT Author of my preſent Flaine, 

: Am I awake, or do I dream? 

Art thou an Angel that I ſee, Mo 

Come down from Heaven to comfort me? 

Or art thou a Fury, lat:l, made Eſcape 

From Hell to cheat me, to cheat me, in a fairer. 
Shape ? 

At Once to dazzle and ſurprize, _ 

With Love our Hearts, with Light our Eyes! 

With Love our Hearts, with Light our Hes? * 


But if thou come protending future Pain, 
Fen, like a blazing Star, retire again, 

| But if thou come por tending future Pain, 
Dien, like a blazing Star, retire agoin. 
E'en, like a biazing Star, retire again. 


S O N G& CLXI. 
= 
| W H E N Sapphs turd the 3 Strain, 
| The liſt'ning Wretch forgot his Pain; 
Wich Art divine the Lyre ſhe ſtrung, 
Like thee ſhe play'd, like thee ſhe ſung. To 
Like thee ſhe play d, like = oe ſung. | 


Far while ſhe truck the Bae ring Wire, | 

The eager Breaſt was all on Fire; | | 
And when ſhe joyn'd the vocal Lay, TT 
yo 4 he captive Soul! was charm d away. 5 


De ce tive Kc. ? 
p OO 


. Aa. -- 


*% FA FA. Y 
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. III. 

But had ſhe added ſtill to theſe 
Thy ſofter ch: fter Pow'r to pleaſe; 
Thy beauteous Air of ſprightly Youth, 
Thy native ſmiles of artleſs truth  _ 
5 5 Thy native, &c. 
She ne'er had pin'd beneath Diſdain, 


9 dhe ne'er had play d and ſung in vain, 
Deſpair her Soul had ne'etr poſſeſo'd, 


To daſh on Rocks the tender Breaſt, De 
| 5 | | | — daſh, c. 


1 


— 


SONG. CLAUl. 
The RAPTURE. 
| Etnudum in preſſi corpus aduſque meam. Ovp. 


| '* AS Moonlight, and 5 the twinkling Stars = 
J did ſhine, 1 : 5 


Shedding on Earth their Influence benign, 3 
When Contemplation led me to the gloomy Plains, 


| To meditate on Love's bew itching Pains. 


5 II. : 

There while my Fancy did each Joy enhance, 
Sudden my lovely Sally did advance; 
| Stlence awhile fe bad her Tongue to ſpeak, 
And Cupid ſat gay ſmiling on her Check. 
. on 
ut. oh! at length, what raviſhing Surprize, 
What flutt'ring Tranſports ſeiz'd our Hearts and Eyes. 
Lotb, both were ſtruck with Extacy's Alam, 

And darted both into cach others Arms, 


E e | I. 


| 


by — $6 22 


' 
. 
| 
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IV. 
What Pleaſure ſollow'd ſhall ! now 7 reveal, 
Let it ſuffice, ye Powers, if I tell, 


That Cupid thro' our Hearts ſhot all his F. IFRS - - 


And Venus crown'd our ultimate Deſires. 


Witt MSINENSEs. 


SONG CILXII. 


5 O Wouldit thou know what ſacred Charms, 


This deſtin'd Heart of mine alarms, 


This deſtin'd Heart of mine alarms; 
What Kind of Nymph the Heav'ns decree, 


5 The Maid that's made for Love and me, 


The Maid that 5 made for Love and me. 


Who; joys to hear the Sigh ſincere, 


Who melts to ſee the tender Tear, 
Who melts, Sc. 
From each ungentle Paſſion free, 


O be the Maid that's made for me, 


O be the Maid, Cc. 
Whoſe Heart wich gen'rous Friendſhip glows, 


W ho feels the Bleſſing ſhe beſtows, 


Who feels, Cc. 


Gentle to all, but kind to me, 


Be ſuch the Maid that's made for me, 
Be ſuch, &c. 


| Whole ſimple Thoughts FP of Art, 
Are all the Natives of her Heart, 
Are all, Sc. a 


— 
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A gentle Train from Falſhood fe, 


Be ſuch the Maid that's made for me, 
Be ſuch, Cc. 9 


 Avaunt, ye light Coquets, retire, 


Where flatt'ring Fops around admire, 
_ Where flatt'ring Fops around admire, 
More genuine Beauties are for me, 

More genuine Beauties are for me. 


„ 


ae — 
5 — . et „ 


SONG CLAIV. 


[7 OU'D jou tafte the Noon-tide Air, 


* 


7 To yon fragrant Pow'r repati! ; 


Wher woven with the Poplar Bouę i, 


The mantling Vine will ſhelter you, 
The mantling Vine will ſhelter you, 


8 Down each Side a Fountain flows, 


Tinkling, murm'ring as it goes; 
Lightly o'er the moſſy Ground, 


E Lightly oer the moſſy Ground, 


Sultry Phebus ſcorching round, 
Sultry Phœbus ſcorching round, 


Round the languid Herds, and Sheep, 
Stretch'd o'er ſunny Hillocks fleep ; 
While on the Hyacinth and Roſe, 


The Fair does all alone repoſe, 
The Fair does all alone repoſe: 


All alone, yet in her Arms, 

| Your Breaſt ſhall beat to Love's Alarms; 
Till bleft and bleſſing, you ſhall own, 
The Joys of Love are Joys alone, 
Tho Joys of Love are Joys alone, 


SONG 
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9 £ OU fay you love, and twenty more, 
Have Coby d, and ſuid the ſame before; 
And et I ſwcar (| can't tel how) 
] nc'er belev'd a Man 'til now; 

I ſwear I can't tell how, 

I ne'cr believ'd a Man 'til now. 

Tis odd that I ſhould Credit give 

To Words, who know that Words deceive; 
And lay my better Jud2ment by 

o trut my partial Ear or Eye, 


To tuft my partial Ear, 
My partial Ts or Eye. 


'Tis ten to one I had deny d 


Your Suit, had you To-morrow tiy'd ; 


But Faith, unthinkingly, To-day, 


My heedleſs Heart is gone aſtray ; 
Unthinkingly To- day, 
My heedleſs Heart is gone aſtray. 


To bring it back would give me pain, 
Perhaps the Struggle too was vain; 
I'm indolent, and he that gains 


My Heart, may keep it for his Pains ; 
And he that gains my Heart, 


May keep it for his Pains. 


SONG 


 ACileflim of Sones. 


s ON G CLXVI. 


Por rv. 
J. 


SNG renewing all Thing, 827; * 


Nature's Dictates all obey: 
In each Creature we may ſee, 
The Effect of Love's Decree: 
| Thus their State, ſuch their Fate; 
Do not, Polly, ſtay tco late, 
Do not, Palh, ſtay too ** 


Look around, and ſee them play; 
All are wanton while they may; 
Why ſhould precious Time be loſt! 
After Summer comes a Froſt: _ 
All perſue Nature's Due, 
Let us, Polly, do ſo too, 
Let us, Polly, &c. 
III. 
Flowers all around us blowing, 


Nerds on ev'ry Meadow lowing : 
| Birds on ev'ry Branch are wooing, 


Turtles all around us cooing; 

Hark | they cooe: ſee, they Yoo” 
Let us, Polly, do ſo too, 
Let us, Pally, &c. 5 
IF. 


Hark! how kind that Swain ad Laſs, 


Vonder fitting on the Grafs, 

See, how earneſtly he ſues, ” 
While ſhe, bluſhing, can't reſuſe: 
See yon two, how they wooe, 
Let us, Polly, do fo toc, 
Let us, Poll, lc. 
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V. 
Mark that Cloud above the Plain, 


See, it ſeems to threaten Rain; 
| Herds and Flocks do run together, 


Seeking Shelter from the Weather. 


Fear not you, I'll be true, 
Loet us, therefore, do fo too, 
Let us, therefore, do ſo too, 


— 


— — 


” ON: G CLTVII. 
The Lover's Petiticn. 


1. 
SSIST me, Cupid, give me Wing 
To fly to Celia's Arms: 


Her Voice, as when a Syren ſings, 


My frozen B ood alarms. 
IT. 


Come, Celia, haſte, and eaſe the Smart, 


W hich thoſe bright Eyes have made ; 


Oh! do not tantalize my Heart, 


But hafte and give me Aid. 
1. 


Lev 8 haſte. my Love, and while we may, 


The filent Hours employ ; 
Nor mind what other Mortals ſay, 
To fright us from our oye 
Such who in Hymen's Courts ne'er rove, 
Delights they Vices call; 
And ſtupid to the Sports of Love, 
In Life ſcarce live at all. 


- — —— —ä—— ns EAN yan an 


My Fate before your Feet 1 lav's ; 


L 


A collection of SON G8, 159 


V. 

On this ſoft, panting, ſnowy Breaſt, 
Let me my Care beguile; 
While you conſent to make me bleſt, 

And anſwer with a Smile. 


K Aa * 2 


8 0 N G CLXVILL 


The ADDRESS. 
«WIXT pleaſing Hope and painful Fear, 


True Love divided lies ; 


With artleſs Look and Soul ſincere, 


Above all mean Diſguiſe; 


For Celia thus my Heart is mov'd; 


Accept it, lovely Fair: 


I've lik d before but never lov'd, 


Then let me not deſpair, 


Sentence your willing Slave : 


| Remember tho' that Tyrants flay, 


And heav'nly Powers ſave : 


To bleſs is Heav'n's peculiar Grace; 3 


Let me a Bleſſing find; 


5 And, fince you wear and Angel's Face, 


O! ſhow an Ange s Mind, 


s ON G ClLxIx. 


RE CITITAVE, 
H I LE Strepben on fair Chloe hung, 
And gently woo'd, and ſweetly ſung z 
The Nymph, in a diſdainful Air, 
Ties lmiling, mock'd the Shepherd's Care. 
2 AIR, 


2 7 m OS —_ C | 4F | — _ 1 1 — 
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AIR. | 


Swain, I know that you diſcover _ 

In my Form a thouſand Charms; 
Can you point me out a Lover, 

Worthy my encircling Arms? 

Boy no more approach my Beauty, 

- *IWM-you equal Merit boaſt ; 

To adore me is a Duty, 

Thouſands witneſs to their Coſt, 


RECITITAVE. 


| Stung to the Heart, the red'ning Swain 
On the vain Maid retorts again. 


AIR. 


Fooliſh Creature, did each Feature 
Bloom beyond the Bride of Nature; ; 
Artful, feigning, 
Coy, diſdaining, 
Vain Coquet, deſtroy them al; 
Jo, o'erbearing, proud, inſnaring, 
F,:y a thouſand Fops deſparing; 
Then complying, 
S12hing, dying, 
to ſome Fool a Victim fall: 


Nyimphs, like you, while they're decciviug, 


Angels all in Front appear; 

But the Sot their Arts believing, 

But the Set their Aris believing, 
F. inds the Devil | in the Re.r, 


2 


A Colletion of 80 N . 
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\ "HY heaves my fond Boſom, ab what can it 
mean? 

Why Autters my Heart that was once ſo ſerene ? 
Why this Gohing and trembling when Daphne is near ? 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this Sorrow and Fear ? 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this Sorrow and Fear ? 


Mcthinks 1 for ever with Wonder could trace -_- 


The thouſand ſoft Charms that en bebiſh thy Face; 
Tach Moment I view thee, more Beauty I find, 
With thy Face I am charm d, but enſlav d by thy 


W ith thy Face, We, | 


Mind, 


i Uatainted with Folly. unſull,'d by Pride, 
| There native good Humour and Virtue reſide ; | 
Pray Heavens that Virtue thy Soul may ſupply 


| With Compaſſion for him who without thee muſt die, 
BY With Compton for him who without thee muſt die. . 


1 


—_ ah 3 n _— i. - nw — * —_ — 


8 O N G CLXXI, | 


Z GODDESS of Eaſe, leave Lethe's Brink, 
Obſequious to the Muſe and me; 

For once endure the Pain to think, : 

O ſweet Inſenſibility: 
diſter of Paace and Indolence, 
Bring Muſe, bring Numbers ſoft and flow, 
Elabarately void of Senſe, 

And ſwcetly, thoughtleſs let them gow, 

J 'veetly, thoughtleſs let tem flow, 


e 

* 
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Near to ſome Cowl p's painted Mead, 


There let me doſe away dull Hours; 3 


And under me let Hora ſpread 


A Sopha of her fineſt Flowers ; | 
Where, Philome!, your Notes vou breathe, 
Forth from vchind the neighb'ring Pine : 


While Murmurs of the Stream iicncath. 


Still flow in Uniſon witt. thine, 
Flow in Uniſon with thine, 


For thee, O Idlenefs | the Woes 


Of Lite we patiently endure ; - 


5 Thou art the Source whence Labour flows, 


Mie ſhun tice bu: to make thee ſure: 


For who would bear War's Toil and Wafte, 


Or who the Thund'ring of the Sea, 


But to be idle at the laſt, 


And find a pleaſing End in thee, 
And find a n End | in | thee 5 


— ——_— 


8 o N G clxxll. 
Alireſid u Miſs SALLY Cnr, 


"ORBEAR, fond Creature, to complain, 


Nor Delia loft repine; 


Race here the Fair has ceas'd to reign, 


Thy Charms unriyall'd ſhine. 


Thus Nn when be dit ths Shine; © 
And ſunk from mortal Sight ; 


: Bid Caflor's equal Radiance riſe, 


And . he World with Light. 


Cupid | 


| 


n — — ͤ ́—PéPéU 
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Cupid not ! ong our Hear ts ſhall ſcorch, 
Nor with thy Beauties dally, 

E*er Fhmen holding high the Torch, 
Find a St. Ives for Sal. 


Then Jet not anxious PaGone Join, 


Thy Angel peace to move; 


Content, that ſacred Swains are thire, 


| Whom Fate forbids to love. 


And 600 vou ve eminently ſhone, 
(Yes, ev'ry Belle ſhall know it) 

W hoſe macht Charms have ardent won, 
And may oy wear, a Poet. 


* 
— — 


O NG CLXXIIL 
My n 5 Cor. 
I. 
HE N T liv'd in my Grandmother's Cot, 
What a happy young Damſel was I, 


; Each Day we'd the Spit or the Pot ; 


With Plenty of Pudding and Pye, 


4. I'd a Horſe that could amble and Pol 


And good Neighbours to viſit hard by ; ; 


Vet I wanted, I could not tell What, 


And I ſigb'd but I could not tell why, 
* 4, T hight d, 3 but I could nat tell why. 


1. 


My Daddy, he bought me a Knot, 


With a Fan, and a new faſhion'd Fly, 


A Pair of Silk Shoes too I got, 


To wear when the Weather was 4 
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Vet to pine all the Day was my Lot, 


And in Bed er reſtleſs to lve ; 
For I wanted — I cou'd not tell what, 


And I fight —dut] cou'd not tell why. 
. 


For Counc: 1 Tcar'd not a jot, 


Refolv'd ſeene new ProjceEt 0 try, | 
AnJjl tt o-oht 1 ſhou'd die on the Spot, 
If a pretty young Fellow paſs'd by ; 


: At laſt a brisl: Husband ! got, 


*T'was the Man I had Jong in my Eye; 


He gave me — I muſt not tell what, 


Ard I lov'd him — but Hers not tell why. 


i. ce. 


SONG. CLXXIV. 


M Hh EN yonder cooing Doves retire, 
And ſcem in am'rous Shackles bound: 
See, Delia, how the Flow'rs aſpire, 
And ſhed d:licious Fragrance round : 
Rais'd by the Spring, and nuts by Shade, 
They flouriſh ſweetly to the Eye; 
But Autumn's haſting Chills invade, 
And their gay Beauties fade and dye. 


As Flowers, Delia, are thy Charms, 
Which in Vouth's joyous Seaſon blows: 

Like thy bright Eyes, thy Iv'ry Arms, 
And Cheeks where ſhine the Eden Roſe: 

But envious Time, with creeping Pace, 
Will on thy Frame ſeraphic play, 


Deſpoil thee of each matchleſs Grace, | 


And ſteal thee from thyſelf away, 


Wiky 


RY 
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Wiſcly admoniſh'd by the Thought, 

| Swift let us ſtop the whirling Hour; 

Pleaſures as flying ſhould be caught, 

| Feer Age deprives us of the Power 3 

Thee Nature hath with Beauty bleſs'd, 

And bids thee multiply its Ray; 

With too much Senſe thou art poſſeſs d, 
Her e Call t to 805 


n * 


SONG CLXXV. 
 Jonn ArpercoN MY To. 


” faveurite Scots i So. Surg by the C boice Spirits, 


I. 

PP 4 NDERSON my Fe. 70. 

I wonder what you mean, 
To riſe fo ſoon in the Morning, 

And ſet up fo late at Een; 

| You'll blear out a your Een Fobn, 

And why will you do ſo 5 
Come ſooner io your Bed, at Een John, 


Jobn Anderſon my 7. 


John Anderſon, my Jo, Febn 
| When firſt you did begin, 
You had as good a Tail Tree, 
| As oney ither Man, 
But now it's waxen auld John, 
And it wriggles to and fro, 
4 gie twa geas up for anes gea down, 


Jobn Anderſon my Jo. 


5 5 Fe i. 


— — i rr — — —_— 5 


Jebn Anderſon my Jo. 


O it is a fine thing, 
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111. 
John Anderſon my Jo, John. 
ou may play when e're ye pleaſe, 
Either in the warm Bed, 
Or elſe a boon the C leaſe, = 


Or you ſhall have the Horns John, 


Upon your Head to grow, 


That is a Cuckold's maliſon, 


John ee my 4 


When you come on 3 John, 
ee that you do your beſt, | 
When you begin to hdd me, 
See that ye grip me faſt, 
See that ye grip me faſt John, 


- Until that I cry — bo — 


Your Back ſhall crack Cie 1 cry flack, 
v. 
To keek out o'er the Dyke, 


But its a muckle finer thing, 


To ſee your Hurdies fyke, 


To ſee your Hurdies fyke John, 


And wriggles to and fro, 


Tis then I like your Chaunter Pipe, 


John Anderſon my Js. 
 £ 
I'm backit like a Salon 
I'm breaſted like a Swan, 
My Wyme it is a down Cod, 
y midale you may ſpan, 


F rom my Tap unto my Toe, John, 


I'm like the new faw'n Snow, 
And 'tis a for your Conveniency, 


Jos Andcr er my Jo. 


SONG 
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SONG CLXXVI. 
I. | 
1* finz not of Venus, nor 5 nor 1 
old have been praiſed ; no, my Song 


Ts of ene that ſurpaſſes them all very much, 
The beautiful, ſweet Betſy Long. 


E Oh! could I her Beauties in Numbers re hearſe, 


Whoſe Senſc like my Paſſion was Strong; 
But, alas! my poor, hum le, inelegant Verſe 


Is unworthy 1 the fair Betſy Long. 


II. 


But tho! I'm not r by any one Muſe, 

My Paſſion me hurries along ff 
Her praiſes to write, nor can I men, 

T'o celebrate dear Betſy Long: 

To compare her with Roles, Bi Laine and Gems, | 
W-re to do her a very great Wrong, 
There's nothing can equal the exquiſite Charms 

Of the bright and the ſweet Bet/y Long. 


III. 


Allur'd by her Form, and made Slaves by her Eyes; 
Around her young Lovers do tnrong 3 

But no one is wor:hy on this vide the Skies 

To match the ſweet Bei Long 


If ove ben't grown old ſinice Amphitryon” $ Da; VOUS 


Re the Night a Week would prolong, 


If iniiead of Clemena's be cou d by Deceit, 


Fill (he Arms of Las ſweel Buiſy at 8 
W. 
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Mars his Venus would quit, and Neptune (that moves | 
And compoſes the Waves with his Prong) T4 
Amphitrite forſake, could they win to their Loves 
The brighter and ſweet Betfy Long: | 
Each Mortal on Earth I'd ſurpaſs in Delight 
Did that Bliſ to me but belong; 
Nor would I in Change take the World if I might | 
Por the pretty, the dear Betſy Long. 


— 8 * 


„— At — 3 


SONG CLXXVII. 
An Addreſs to CHLORIõ. 
8 OME Cbloris leave thy wandering Sheep, 


Thou ſhalt more amorous Creatures keep, 
And be the only eavied Dame, FE 
That moves upon this graſſy Frame: 

And be the only envied Dame, 

| That moves upon this graſſy Frame: 

| For thou ſha't Herds of Cupid's have, 

And Love and I will ve thy Slave. 

For thou ſhalt Herds of Cupids have, 
And Love and 1 will be thy Slave, 


__ 
— ——— — 


In yonder Myrtle Grove we'll dwell, 
Will more Content than Tongue can tell; 
Whc, bungty Moies ſhall not :ffright 
Thy tende Lambs, or thee be Night? 
Tiergwe the wintou Thieves will play, 

And ſteal each others Hearts away. 


| SONG 


4 
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SON G CLXXVIII. 


SPIN O. 
HOU calmeray'd Spring whoſe Bluoming Face: 
Leads on the Year renew'd, 
Thou Ornament, thou Bt ighteſt Grace 
Of Times Extent review'd: 
Thy Verdure doth each Meadow deck, 
By thee each ſpaugled Bed, 
Of Violets and Daiſies fluſh, 
By conſtant Care are fed. 
By conſtant Care are fed. 


To thee their ſnowy Bloſſoms owe, 
Each future ftuitſul Tree; 

The Birds that Charm, their Notes do ſhow, 
Tuneful in Joy for thee. ” 


| Thus every Nymph, and faithful Swain. 


With earneſt Wich deſire; ne, 
Th'lnhabitant of Mount and Plain, 
And Vale all thee admire. | 


** . 


SON G CLXXIX. 
OY Mutual Love. 3 
ö 
5 110 0 W few amongſt the thouſand Pace, 
By Wedlock doom'd to conſtant Cares, 

Are fit the Yoke to bear ? 
Are fit the Yoke to bear? 
Fhe Husband claims his ſovereign Right, 
The Wife runs counter out of Spigh', 
And does her Vows forſwear. 


And does her Vows forſwenr EE - 
H A 5 
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But ſome there are, whom mutual Love 
Does prompt with free Conſent to move 
Submifhve to their Fate, 

 Submiſſive, &c., 
Thrice happy is that prudent he, - - 
Thrice happy is that prudent ſhe, 
Bleſt with fo kind A Mate. 
Ble, &. 
III. 


Sbou-d I and Celia ever join, 

I would be hers, and ſhe'd be mine, 
For we two would be one. 
For, &c. 

Complying with each others Will, 

Of generous Love would take our F in, 
Our Joys ſhou'd ne' er de done. 
Our, &c. 


SONG CLXXX. 


E AR Cle don't diſpiſe 
A Youth who is ſincere, 

I ſware by your bright Eyes, 

I love no other Fair; | 
What tho' my Heart did range 
And taſte of ev'ry ſhe, 

It never more can change, 

Or yet it inconſtant be, 
Or 1 inconſtant be. 


| 


A celectian of So NG. 17¹ 


The Sun ſhall backward ſteer, 
The Tide ſorget to fl w, 
E'cr J will leave my Dear, 
Or break one diate Vow : 
Then ceaſe to give me Pain, 
Surrender up your Charms, 
No Heaven can pleaſe your Swain, 
Like dying in your Arms. 


* 


— 


— 


SONG CLIXXXI. 
The Unnatural Parent : Or, The Virgin's laſt Reſolve. 
Sung by Mr. e at Ranelagh. 


5 S 
* E Virgin who do liſten to, 
 Whatc'er your Mothers ſay, 
Be rul'd by me, and let's agree, 
No longer to o-bey : 
For I've been ſnubb'd, and I've been drubb 1, 
"Till I've been black and blue, 


But I'll behave no more like a Slave, 


But T'}] behave no more like a Slave, 
I wiſh J may dye if I do, if I do, 
IJ wiſh 1 may dye if 1 

| Both Night and Day, ſlie prates away, 
About my being nice; 

But I declare, twould make you ſtare, 
To hear her dull Advice; 

She ſays that I, from Men muſt fly, 
Or Miſchief will enſue; 

But in all the Kind, no Harm 1 find, 
ee 07 N | 


4 7 —— — —E—— 
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II. 


dhe ſays that * inch, ſtill blind to Truth, 
The Danger ne*cr can tell; 


And 'tis from Senſe and Experience, 


That ſhe can talk fo well: 
Zut if ſhe got Senſe from Experience, 
 Fhen ſhe may depend upon't 
#11 ſtrive to be as wiſe as ſhe, 
I wiſh I may dye if I don't. 


IV. 


Young Damon — the other Day, 
Wouid firuggle for a Kiſs; 

1 piſh and cry d, and him did chide, 
With — what do you mean by this ? 


*Tis wond'rous rude, that you'll intrude, 
' When I have ſo oft forbid ; 


I wiſh I may dye, if you don't 'make me ery, 
But L with I ay dye if he did. 


v. 


Then T1! be ſree v hilft young 1 be, 


And let my Mother ſcold; 


And I'll çeſpiſe being quite as wiſe, 


Until I am quite as old. 
At Forty Three a Prude I'l] be, 
And lay my Follics by; 


But never "ell then, will! (hun the Men, 


If T1 [wk Fey die. 


SONG 
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8 0 NG einn, 


A Cantata. 


RECITITAYE: 


„ Mische the young, the noble, and the brave, 


To Camps inur'd, and Deeds of Arms, 

Sttuck with the Force of Beauty s Charme, 
Now falls the fair Lucinds's Slave; 

No more he ſeeks the hoſtile Plain, 

But to the ſolitary Grove, 

{The ſoft Rovent of Peace and Loc) 

In gentle Murmurs breaths his Pain, 

And thus with ſuppliant Voice and broken _— 

The Hero ſu'd the Beauty of the Skies, 


Alx: : 


| Teach a young vnskilful Lover, 
Thoſe ſoft Arts that charms the Fair; 
Teach me, Venus, how to move her, 
How my raging Pain declare: 
Grant my Word, my Looks. may: raiſe, 
Love and Pity i in her Heart: 
Smooth my rough, uncourtly Phraſe; 
Ev ry Charm and ev'ry Grace, 
Beauteous Goddels, now impart. 


ReciTITAvE: 


| The Goddeſs litten d to his Pray r. 


She ſaw him languiſh and defoair 3 7 
Then downward thro' the lucid Skies, 
She bad her iv'ry Chariot roll; 5 
And whilſt ſoft Pity fill'd per Eyes, 
Ti.us ſooth'd the Anguiſh of his S. 1 4 9585 
| . 18 
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AR” 

5 Be pleaſant, be airy, and conſtantly praiſe, * 

T he Force of her Wit, and the Charms of her Face, 
Com mend ev'ry Feature, each Beauty diſplay; 
Wit! Pleaſurz ſhe'll ligten to all you can ſay; 

Let he: Humcur and Teſte, be the Road you perſue, 
And the Love of herſelf will inſure her to 22 


— 


„ 


SONG CLIXXXIII. 
A Tue Part Song, in BRITANNIA. 


. 
TE comes, he comes, the Hero comes, 
L Sound, ſound your Trumpets, 
Beat, beat your Drums; 
From Port to Port, let Cannons roars 
Beat, beat your Drums, 
From Port to Port let Cannons roar, 
His Welcome to the Britiſb Shoar, 


| Welcome, welcome, welcome 


Welcome to the Briti/h Shore, 
Welcome, welcome, welcome, 

To the Britißß Shoar, 
Welcome, welcome to the Brig Shoar, 


I. 
Prepare, prepare, your Songs prepare, 
Loud, loudly rend the ecchoing Air, 
From Pole to Pole your ſoys reſound, 
For Virtue is with Glory crown'd, 
Virtue, Virtue, Virtue, Virtue, 

Virtue is with Glory crown d. 


SONG 
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SONG CLXXXIV. 
; 
FAY. 1 not Love R.fleftion's Eyes] 


hy but from Sorrow muſt we know! ? 
That Fell, s the Sced of Vice, 


| And Vice the Nurſery of Woe. 

Ab! Chloe, when thy Charms ivite, 
A Polly in Enjoyment lies; 

And Wiſdom bids us ſhun Delight, 
Wiſdom is weak, and Folly wiſe, 


II. 


Fair Virtue loſes all her Charms, 
If from thy Boſom ſhe deters, 
And Vice i ng to thy Arms, 
In Virtuc's heavenly Form appears ; 
Deſtruction tempting in thy Eyes, 
So lovely a Diſguiſe puts on: 
We ſce wtiere our undoing lies, 
Yet cry, Tis Heaven to be undone, 


692 


s ON G CLXXXV. 
8 


RE brighteſt Bloom the Roſe diſplays, 
. W hen gilded by Auroras Rays; 
The faireſt Lilly that the Field, 
| Oc cuir'vate d Garden yields, 
ze the Sun by Clouds enelos d, 
W-. auen to Clarind's Charms oppos 'd. 


1 
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Il. 


The Cyprian Goddeſs, far leſs fair, 
Did riſing from the Waves, appear; 
W ten every g zing Eye admit d, 
And every thiobbing Heart defir'd; 
Was but a Foil, nor can compare, 
Fer Conch Preſence to the Fair, 


hv; 


The rural Ny mph that rules the Shade, 
In Robes of Chaſtity array'd, 
Is, for a Type of her brigit Mine, 
The neareſt Emblem I can find: 
S (As fair a Form, as fair a Fame) 
| What was Diana, is the Dame. 


: : 3 Iv. 


| As Fans. fair, . s Truth, 
Minerva's Wit, Love's blooming Youth, 

Great Jurs's Majeſty divine, 

| In her (unparallel'd) combine, 

| The Flowers by gentle Zephyrs preſt, 

| Are Emblems of her fragtant Breaſt. 


3 8 v. 


If fuch an one can bleſs Mankind, 
5 In Woman if content we find, 
| Judge, Lovers, judge, what 1 enjoy, 
| How great the Bliſs which ne'er can cloy; . 
SBince, with a Smite, the Nymph will own, 
Her Heart's 2 are my OWn. 
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SONG CLXXXVIÞ 
* Op E en Hor E. 


IS dull to 1 without Deſign 
Or Hopes of coming Joy; 

Tho' we are ſure we muſt reſign, 

I The dear deluſive Toy. 


Let me be ſtill with Wiſhes bleſt, 
It wakes our vital Fire; 

Delia altho' thou' rt ne'er poſſeſt, 
Therc's Pleaſure in Deſire. 


The Nature of Delights is ſuch, 

e' re either cloy'd or crofs' d, 
We've ſtill too little, or too much, 

And either way tis loſt. 


s ON G CLXXXVI. 


QWeet Roſalind“ forbrar to chide, 
Alas! I can no longer hide; 
What long my Heart would have diſclosd 
Had modeſt Fear not interpos d. 


Wohenc'er I view thy heavenly Face, | 
545 wond'rinę Eyes new Beauty trace; 
My glad'ning Soul with Rapture burns, 
And Love to Adoration turns. 


Fiy ever-blooming Checks diſcloſe, 

The Lilly blended with the Roſe, 

And Cupid wantons, while he tips, 5 
The Rowing Fragrance. on wy Lips. a 
T hoſe 
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Thoſe Ringlets that ſo neatly deck, "2 
Thy comely Face and grace ful Neck, e © prin 


With thoſe proportion 4 Limbs e | 
To form thee, fair one! all divine, | 


Who can reſiſt thy matchleſs Charms! 4 
Oh! take me, claſp me in thoſe Arms! 1 
Regale me on thy ſpicy Breaſt, 8 N 
And Jull oy raviſh'd Soul to reft, 1 


—_— 


— — — nnn. 


8 0 N G- CLXXXVIIL. 


H E Morning freſh, the Sun in Eaſt, 

New gilds the ſmiling Day:; 

ITbe Morning freſh, tie Sun in Eaſt, 

New gilds the (miling Day... 

The Lark forſakes bis dewy Neſt, 

The Fields all round are gay ly dreſod. 
Ariſe my Love, and play, and play; „ 
Ariſe my Love, and p' 10 


come forth my Fai air, come forth briglit Maid, 
And bleſs 4 Shepherd's Sight; 
Come forth, Cc. | 
Lend ev'ry folded Flow'r thy Aid, = „ 
Unveil the Role's bluſhing Shade, 1 
And give them ſweet Delight, | | 
And give them tweet Delight. | ds 


Thy Preſence makes all Nature ſwile, 3 
T hoſe Smiles our C. arms improxe; ; BY 
Thy Preſence, &c. 8 
Thy Strains the litt'aing Birds = {it ] 
And, as invite, reward their Toil, 
And tune their Notes to Love, 
And tune their Notes to Love. 


. — — m 


SONG 


8 And ſighing deem the Treaſure thrown away, 


i 


Drive fafter, Phœbus! urge the fiery Steed, 


| 


7 are Jaws that | whe ciſtens! 
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Beneath the fragrant Hawthorn Tree, | 
The Flow'rs in Wreaths l'll twine, 
Beneath the fragrant Hawthorn Tree, 
The Flow'rs in Wreaths I'll twine ; 
Ere other Eyes your Beauties ſee, 
They on your Brow adorn'd ſhall be : 


The happy T ask be — be mine. 
The . Task be mine. 


H ASTE! ye dull Hou. to bring the promis 4 
| —_ - 


SONG CLXXXIX. 


The IMPATIENT Loves. 


When Feve ſhall envy Damen Celia's Charms, 
That brib'd inferior Danae to h Arms. 


Or leave once more to Phaeton th: Rein ; E- 
Let the bold Stripling riſque the World for Speed, 
Kon is the Hazard to the Prize 1 gain, CY 


ies SONG XC. 5 
The Powe of BEAUTY: 


The Second Oe of Anacreon tranſlated inte Engl 
1 Inerally, 


AT URE gives 21 Creatures Ara: 
Faithful Guards from hoſtile Harms; 
3 the Lion brood defend, 
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Horns the Bull, reſiſtleſs force > | 
Solid Hoofs, the vig tous Horſe ; — 

Nimble Feet, the fearful Hare; 5 

Wings to fly, the Birds of Air; e 
Fins to ſwim, the watry Kind; 
Man, the Virtues of the Mind, 
Nature, laviſhing her Store, 

What for Woman had ſhe more:? 

Heipleſs Woman! To be fair, 

Beauty fell to Woman's ſhare ; 

| Beauty, that nor wants, nor {ears | 
Swords, or Flames, or Shields, ors pears, 
Beauty ſtronges Aid affords, 

Stronger far than Flames or Swords ; OO 
Stronger far than Swords or Shields, = 
Man himſelf to Beauty yields, 5 ; 


* oct f ls 


SONG XI. 
use. 
Adil. „ to a BOT TL E. 
OU I. D'ST cheu give me a Pleaſure, 
Ine the Min teis of my Heart, 
FJ «rink b om = | Meaſure, 
Ant tron thee never flart ; 
fe Pe fuieſonluting, 
| ] n vel Ci: g tettain, 
| Tit e not with enduring, | | | 1 
In a Tun Pd d:own my Pain, 


an.) £4 — wy 


1 


But fince there's no comparing . | 
With Rptures ſhe can give; | | 

Whoſe Extaſy (paſt bearing!) „ | | 
I ſcarce can tafte and live ; 


S 


*4 + 
7 
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17 o brighter Joys reſigning, 
| I' quit thy ſparkling Charms: 
And die without repin eng, 
To be buried in her Arms. 


SONG CXCIL. 
CuLoz's POWER. 
de a the Publick Gardens. 


* 
710 R BE EA R, TOR” God, ſorbear your Dart, 
, S-ck hat to wound a dying Heart; 
At Chiles Feer it ga ping lies, 
A bler dit 2 Y /ChiiN to hey corquering Eyes. 


| It; | 
From her D-ati's uch a pleaſing Pain, 
T wiſh to live, to de again: 
With joy to um the Blow 1s given, 
That has ſo Car a « Pro! ſpecd of his Heaven, 


4 
= 


1 
| You and the little Loves all fly, 
| _Folight the Torcoes at her Eye : 

By her alone Loves Empire thr ve, 
This Veſtal keeps Love's ſecred Fire alive, 


| IV. 
Then, Chhe, tis not ſtrange that you, 
V eak Mortais vielding Hearts ſubdue, 
Since you another Venus prove. 
And give new Beit "g to the God of Love, 


SONG CXCUIL. 


On a Lavy fung by a Bus, 
A 8 Calia in her Garden fray'd, 


Secure, nor dreamt of Harm, | 
A Bee approach'd the lovely Maid, 
And — on her Arm. 


The curious Inſect thither flew, 
Io taſte the tempting Bloom; 
But, with a thouſand ſweets in View, 
It found a ſudden Dum. 


Her nimble Hand of Life bereav'd, 
The daring little Thing ; 

But firſt the ſnowy Arm receiv'd, 

And felt the painful Sting. 


Once only cou'd that ting ſurpriz2, 
Once be injurious found; | 
Not ſo the Darts of Cælia's Tees, 


They never ceaſe to wound. 


: Ob! would the ſhort liv'd burning Smart 
The Nymph to pity move, 

And teach her to regard the Heart, 
She Fires with endleſs Love. 
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SONG 
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SONG CXCIV, 


Surg ty Miſs Fa ULKNER af Marybone Gardens, 


| L 
W 


Or had'ſt thou in thine Eyes more Darts, 
Than Cupid ever ſhot at Hearts : 
Yet if they were not thrown at me, | 
] would not caſt a Thought on thee, 
I would not caſt a Thought on thee, 
I if they were not thrown at me, 
I weuld net caſt a N thee. 

I'd rather marry a Diſeaſe, 
Than court the Thing [ cannot pleaſe ; 

She that would cheriſh my Deſires, 
Muſt court my Flame with equal Fires; 
What Pleaſure is there in a Kiſs, 5 
To him that doubts the Hearts not his. 
To him, &c. 
What Pleaſure ts there in a K. . 
To him that doubts the Hearts not his. 

a . | 

T love thee not cauſe thou art Fair, 
Softer than Down, ſmoother. than Air, 
Nor for the Cupid's that do lye, 
In either Corner of thine Eye: 


Would you then know what it may be, 


Tis I love you, cauſe you ave me, 
'Tis I, &c. 


DB Wald you then know what it may . 
'Tis love you, caſe you love me. 


K * 2 8 ON G 


E- R T hou yet fairer than thou art, 
Which lies 28 in the Pow'r of Art, 


183 
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8 0 NG CXCV. 
I FY Socrifie of Ini. 


ow ſweet are the Flowers, how lov'ly the 
Spring, 
How gaudy the Pride of the Grove, 
; How wanton the Air is, the Birds how they ſing, 


And chirrup, and: chirrup, ſoft meafures of Love, 


And chirrup, and chirrup, ſoft Meaſures of Love, 


Yet not of themſelves the gay Beauties can pleaſe, 
We only can taſte when the Hear: is at Eaſe, 
Me only can taſte when the Heart is at — 8 


The Flowers wou'd wither, the Spring havean End, 


In. dye wou'd decays 
—_— TT TY 


| The Air would be nox Us, the Birds but —. 


2 
"ve: = Dione „ Ki; ng were away, 
as * 24 any NE e 


ende ran A 


| For not of themſelves the vain . 


Ds only can Tafte when the Heart is at . 


— —＋ꝓ—— ———— 
0 . F — — ——— —— 


— — 


SONG CXCVI. 
Th, SoGER LADPDIE. 


I. 


M Y Seger n is over the Seas, 
And he will bring Geld and Money to me, 


And be will bring Gold and \'cney to me; 


_ 


And when he comes Home Lei] make me a Lady, | 


My Bleſſing gang with mv S-ger Laddie, 
my Bleffing gang with v $6; der Ladd ie. 


5 


| 
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H. 
My lovely Laddie is handſome and | rave, 
And can as a Soger and Lover bebe: 
He's true to his Country to Love he is ſteady, 


There's fe to compare to my Sezcr Ladate. 
. 


Shield him ye Angels from Death in Alarms, 5 


Return him with Laurels to my longing Arms: 


| Since from all my Care ye! pleaſantly free _ 


When back to my Wiſhes my Seger ye gibe me, 
IV 


Oh! foon may his Honours bloom fair on his Brow, 


As quickly they muſt if he gets but his Due: 


For in Noble AQtions his Courage is ready, 
Which makes me 288 in 125 mow uu. - 


KEI — 


W <} NN 2 5D Cab aL, 


w WW 10 Oo LT OY 


Sing t Mr Lows at ne, Gardens. 


4 


c thus fond Pu faid, 


der here a Mofly Carpet laid: 
And then her Hand he preſs'd, 
And then her Hand be preſs d. 


Free from the World's intruding Bus 
Here lurks my Dear no buſy Spy 


He look'd, he looke', he look's Id ſigtrd the reſt. 


She ſtarted with a feign'd Eng, 


W hile Pleaſure ſparkled in her Eyes ; 
Sure Damon does _ mean: 


Sure Damon, Or. 
The Shepherd ſtop'd her with a Kiſs, 
And claſp'd her panting Breaſt to his, 
My Dear we are not ſeen, 


. 


And is chere then · no help he ſaid, 
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III. 


Tben by A thouſand Kiſſes more, 
A thouſand tender Oaths he ſwore, 


His Love ſhould never End: 
His Leve, &c. 


| She call'd on all the Pow'rs above. 
None heard her but the God cf Love, 


RS he was Damen's F riend. 
WE 4 £9 


By Damon to be thus betray'd, 
"Then hung her Head and bluſh'd, 


Then hung, &c. 
O Damon will you yet be good, 


The Shepherd mmi and ſaid he wou'd, 


She ſighd and all was huſh'd. 


SONG CXCVIIL 


| Sung by Miſs FAULKNER, @t Marybon Gardens. 


H! Pity Colin! cruel Fair, 
Think on his Sighs and Tears ; 


His Sighs regardleſs as the Air, 


And without Hope his Fears, 


Ob! Colin was once the happy Swain, 


That e'er in Albion dwelt ; 


He laught at Love, and mock'd at Pain, 


Love's Pangs he ne ler had felt, 
II. 
The Neigbouring Nymphs had often try d, 
With Love to lure the Swain, 


But he as oft their Suit deny'd, 


For Love return' d Diſdain, 


Dat 


* , | l 
e T7 Ro on” SS 
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But ah ! how chang'd his former State, 
With folded Arms he walks, 
f Upbraids the Gods, and curſe: Fate, 
And like a Madman talks. 
| f III. 

Nor can oft Muſick's flatt'ring Charm, 
- Give now the leaſt Delight, 
No more the Bowl his Boſom warme, 
Or Rural Sports invite. 
Relent fair Maid, e'er Colin dies, 
Let him not mourn in vain, 
His hopeleſs Love, 1czardlefs Pangs, 
And unrewarded 26 


On! think Myrtills, on his Grief, 
And on your cruel Hate, 

| Reward his Love, and bring Relief, 
| Before it is too late. 


— — — —— 


$ 98 CXCIX. 


The Happy Cour iE, Suns by Miſs FauLEK ER, 


at Mar ryboa Gardens. 


W. 11 EN Morn her Sweets ſhall firſt unfold, 
And paint the fleecy Clouds with Gold 
On tufted Gs, O! let me play, 

And welcome up the jocund Day; 


Wak'd by the gentle Voice of Love, 


Ariſe my Fair, ariſe and prove; 
The dear Delights fond Lovers know, 


The beſt of Bleflings here below, 


The beſt of Bleſſings lier below. 
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II. 

To ſome clear River's verdant Side, 

Do thou may h ppy Footſteps guide; 

In Concert wich the purling Stream, 

We'll ſting, ard Love ſhall be the Theme: 

E'er Night aſſumes her gloomy Reign, | 

When Shad cows lengthen o'er the Plain, 

We'll to yon Myrtle Grove repair, 

For Peace and Pleaſure wait us there. 

A | 

The laughing God, there keeps his Court, 

And little Loves inceſſant Sport, | 

Around the winning Graces wait, 

And calm Contentment guards the Seat: 
There loſt in Extacies of ſoy, 

While tendereft Scenes our Thoughts employ; 

_ We'll bleſs the Hour our Loves begun, | 
The * happy Momeat made us One, 


— - 
— — 0 — 


SONG CC. 


F Freedom too fond, or too wanton with Pride, 
The Threats of young Cupid bright Chlce defy'd : 
. And while Swains were ſighing, or tun'd the ſoft Lay, 


Seem” cold as December, tho blooming as May. 

Deſpairing his Suit, gentle Wil forſook, 

And ſilent return'd to his Flock and his Crook : 

And Damon her Beauty once fond to rehearſe, 
No longer to 0 blee addreſs'd the ſoft Verſe. 


 Awak'd from bar Dream, the liſconſolate Maid, 
Saw her Lillies were fading, her Roſes decay'd; 
And only beheld of the languiſhing Train, 
The leaſt in her Wiſhes young Colin remain, 
The Maid as leſs fair more compaſſionate grew, 


Nor fled when ſhe ſaw the young Shepherd purſue ; 
And 


1 ew ed — 11 proud — AGM 


— 


* 


| 
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And reſolv'd, when he talk'd of his Torture and Griefs 


| In pure Love to herſelf, to afford him Relief. 


| Now proud of his Conqueſt, Oh! come to my Arms, 
| Tranſportey he cry'd, with that Treaſure of Charms. 


So long by my Fair One reſerv'd for her Swain, 
While been eber requſted in vain, 

Ah! think not my Shepherd the Fair One reply'd, 
I flighted their Love while their Suit I deny'd; 
To their eaſy Faith all your Bleſſings you owe, 


Who believ'd me too ſoon when I anſwer'd tbem 0. : 


1 . 
— _— 


— — 
— 


On CCL: 


In SOLOM ON. 


Ou his Face the Vernal Roſe, 


Blended with the Lilly glows : 
His Locks are as the Raven black, 
In Ringlets wavinz down his Black. 
His Eyes with mi der Beauties he 
Than billing les beſide the Stream. 
His youthful Checks are Beds of Flowers, 


Enripen'd by refreſhing Showers. 


His Lips are of the Roſe's Hue, 
Dropping with a fragrant Dew. 
Tali as the Cedar he appears,“ 


And as erect bis Form he bears, 


Tall, Ly the Cedar, &c. 


| , 
q, 
i 
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Sur by Mis STEVENSON, at Vavx Hall, 


| 15 
Y a pratt ling Stream, on a Midſummer's Eve, 


B 


interweave, 
Fair Hera I cry'd to my Arbour repair, 
For I muſt have a Chaplet for ſweet William's Hair, 
Fer I nuft have a Chaplet for fweet William's Hair. 


1. 
She brought me the Vi'let that grows on the Hill, 
The Vale dwelling Lilly, and gilded Jonquil, 
But ſuch languid Odours how could J approve ; 
Juſt warm irom the Lips of the Lad that I love. 


5 
She . me his Faith and his Truth to diſplay, 
The undying Myrtle, and ever-green Bay; 


But why theſe to me, who've his Conftancy known, 


And Bully has Lawre!s enough of his Ow 


| IV. | | 
The next was a Giſt that I could not contemn, 


For ſhe brought me two Roſes that grew on a Stem ; 


Of the dear — Tye they ſtood Emblems confeſt, 


S0 I Kiſßs d them and preſod them quite clole to my 


Breaft. 
WW. 


She brought me a Sun-F low'r — This, fair one's 


your due, 


For it once was a Maiden, and Love- fick, like you, 


O give it me quick, to my Shepherd II! run, 
Ad rde to his s Flame, as this Flow'r to her 8 Sun. 


S0 NG 


Where Woodbines and Jeſs'mine their Boughs 


— —-¼ ——— 
aw as a 


7 Tee 
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Tweet Nan of he VALE. 
= 
1 N a ſmall pleaſant Village, by Nature compleat, 


Of a few honeſt Shepherds, the quiet Retreat, 
There liv'd a young Lafs, of fo lovely a Mein, 


That ſeldom at Balls, or at Couits can be ſeen. 
The ſweet Damask Roſe was full blown on her Check, 


The Lilly diſplay'd all it's whites on her Neck, 
The Lads of he Village, all trove to prevail, 
And call'd her | in e ſweet Nan of _ Vale, 


2k 
F ut young Hedge ſpoke his Paſſion, 'rill quite out of 
Breath, 


| Crying wounds, he cou 4 hug her, and kiſs her to 


Death; 


| And Dick with her Beauty, was ſo mach 1 


- 8 , 
—— —— ——— 


That he loathed his Food, and abandon'd his Reſt; 
But ſhe cou'd find nothing in them to endear, _ 


So ſent them away with a Flea in their Ear ; 
And ſaid no ſuch Boobys cou'd tel! a love Tale, 
Or bring to Compliance ſweet Nan of the ale, 


—_ 
in young Roger the ſmarteſt, of all the gay PER 
W ho lately to London on a F rolick had been ; 
Came Home much improv'd, in his Air and Addreſs, 
And boldly attack'd her, not fearing Succeſs; 

He ſaid Heav'n form'd ſuch ripe Lips to be kiſo d, 
And preſo'd her ſo cloſely, ſhe cou'd not reſiſt; 
And ſhew'd the dull Cos, the right Way to aſſail, 


And . to his Wiſhes, ſ weet Nan of the Vale 


ho 80NG 


w 
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Jenny of the GREEN, 


Sung by Mr. Lows, at Vaux Hall, 


And ſteal it's Fragrance from the Roſe, 
To dreſs their Fancy's Queen : 
Fain would ! ling, but Words are faint, 
All Muſick's Pow'rs too weak to paint, 
My Jenny of the Green. 
My Fenny of the "ns 


Beneath this Elm, 1 this Stream, 
How oft I've tun'd the fav'rite Theme, 
And told my Tale unſeen; 
While faithful in the Lover's Cauſe, | 
The Winds would murmur ſoft Applauſe, 
To Jenny of the 8 5 
With Joy, my Soul reviews the Day, 
When deck'd in all the Pride of May, 
1 She hail'd the Sy/van Scene; 
Then ev'ry Nymph that hop'd to pleaſe, 
Firſt trove to catch the Grace and Eaſe, 
Of Jenny of the 1 8 
IV. 


Then deaf to ev ry Rival's Sigh, 

On me ſhe caſt her partial Eye, 

Nor ſcorn'd my humble Mien: 

The fragrant Myrtle Wreath I wear, 
That Day adorn'd the lovely Hair, 

Of Jenny of the Green. 


7HILE others ſtrip the new fall'n Snow, 


KY 


XL. 
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| V: | 
| Through all the Fairy Land of Love, 
I'll ſeek my pretty wand'ring Dove, 
The Pride of gay Fifteen, _ 
T hough now ſhe treads ſome diſtant Plain . 
Though far apart, I'll meet again, 
My Jenny of the Green. 


VL. 
But thou old Time till that bleſs'd Ni ght, 


That brings her back with ſpeedy Flight, 
Melt down the Hours between; 
And wien we meet the Loſs repay, 
On loit'ring Wing prolong my ſtay, 

| With Ferny of the Green, 


T -  -  SORQ ccy. 


E Sung by Mr. BT AND, 4: the Theatre- Rey in corent· g 


HE Chace s ver, and on the Plain, | 4 
The Heunds the tuſty Stag has ſlain: — 
5 Let the Horns with ſprightly Tone, 
All our ſportive Plea\urcs Crown. 
Of Brizons thus the ancient Race, 
With nervous Toil purſued the Chace; 
By no ungen'rous Thought contrould, 
Their Hearts were Honeſt, Frce, and Bold, þ 
| Their Hearts were Honeſt, Free, and Bold, 
| Free, and Bold, Free, and Bold. | 


Ol Britons, ons the Ancient Race, 
With nervous Toll purſued the Chace, 
Of Britons, thus the Ancient Race; 
With nervous Teil purſacd the Chace, 
1 om 


N 
| 
| 
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With nervous Toil purſued the Chace, 
Putſued the Chace, 

By no ungen'rous Thought comment's „ 
'T heir Hearts were Honeſt, Free and UGld, 
Their Hearts were Honeft, Free and Bold, 
Their Hearts were Honeſt, Free and Bold, 


Ther Hearts were Honeſt, Free, and Bold, 
Their Hearts were e Honel, Free, and Bold. 


Li ke them again, no Slaves to Courts, 


Let Britons ſtill purſue their Sports, 


Like them again ſhall Britons be, 


As Brave, as Honeſt, and as Free, 


Like them again hall Britons be, 
As Brave, as Honeft, and as Free. 


© 


s O N IG ccvi. 
RIT H * Gentlemen ask me no more, 
I can't fing, as I told you before ; 


Let this Anſwer for onc: then ſuffiſe, 


It's Nature not me that denies : 


| Tho! all the Night long, 
You ask for a Song, 
Still hoping by Toping, 


To make me comply, 
My Ear is ſo fad, 


And my Voice is ſo bad, 


The Devil is in't if I'm caught i in a a Lye: 


SONG _ 
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T HE Card invites, in Crowds we fly, 

1 To join the jovial Rut, full Cry; 


What Joy from Cares and Plagues all Dar, 
To hie to the Micuicht Hark away, 


II. 


Nor Want, nor Pain, nor Grief, nor Care, 
Nor droniſh Husbands enter there; | 
The Brisk, the Bold, the Young and Gar, 


All hie to the Midnight Hark-away. 

WE -- 
Unccunted ſtrikes the Morning Clock, . | 
And drowſy Watchmen idly knock; b 

Til! Day. light peeps, we ſport and play, 

And roar to the jolly Hark away. 
N V 


W hen tir'd with Sport, to Bed we creep, 

And kill the tedious Day with Sleep; 
To- morrow's welcome Call obey, 

And again to the Midnight Hart- away, 


8 ON G 
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S NGO Cum. 


75 Com Mortals, come, come follow me, 


Come follow, follow, follow me, 
To Mirth, and Joy, and Jolity ; 


- Hark, hark, the Call, come, come and drink, 


And leave your Cares by Lethe s Brink. 
'T HORU 5s. 


Away then come, come, come away, 
And Life ſhall hence be Holliday; 


Nor jealous Fears, nor Strife, nor Pan, 


Shall vex the jovial Heart again. 
„„ 
To Lethe's Brink then follow all, 
Then follow, follow, follow all, 
Tis Pleaſure courts, obey the Call; 


And Mirth, and Jollity and Joy. 
Shall every future Hour employ. 


C u OR U 8. 


Away then come, come, come away, 
And Life ſhall! hence be Holliday j 

Nor jealous Fears, nor Strife nor Pain, 
Shall vex the jovtal Heart again. 


1 


n — — 


3 , — 


— 


** 


Seng. 15 8 
1 A S frisky Sue Mellfleet, ſet at her Stall, g 
3 As thus the Penſive Silvan ſtood, —— 23 
'. 27 Ah! Cruel Beauty, could you prove, 27 
42 As ech was walking one Midſummer's Morn, 42 
50 A Nymph there lives, whom many a Swain, 49 
51 As I rambled one Morning a Maying, 50 
70 As Blith as the Linnet ſings in the Green- wood, 70 
81 All you that would Refine your Blood, — 83 
83 A Plumber I am, and I work for my Bread, 87 
87 At the ſilent Evening Hour, ——— —— 90 
98 As in a penſive Form Myrtilla ſat, ———— 102 
110 As Chloe on Flowers, reclin'd o'er the Stream, 111 
112 As t'other Day o'er the green Meadow I paſs'd, 113 
126 Away let nought to Love diſpleaſing, =— 115 
131 At St Ofjth by the Mill, — — 121 
148 All Jovial Tarrs that have a Mind, — 126 
167 Aſſiſt me Cupid give me Wings, — 158 
| 193 As Celia in her Garden ſtray d, 182 


91 Behold the ſweet Flowers a round, 94 
| Blyth Feckey young and gay — 124 
18760 Bright Author of my preſent Flame, — 152 
202 By a pratling Stream on a Summer's Eve, 190 


5 Ceaſe Damon, ceaſe concern'd to be, —— 7 
49 Cupid fince thou can'ſt not ſee, —— 49 
104 Come dear Amanda quit the Town, — 107 

114 Come thou God of ſoft Defire, 113 
116 Come hither, come hither, ye languiſhing _ 
Swans — F 


1 


INDEX. 


Song. Page. 
wt Come gentle God of oft "FRYE — 110 
151 Come me Lads, Form the Ring, —— 130 


177 Come Chl;y1/5 leave thy wandering Sheep, 168 


191 Could'ſt thou give me a Pleaſure, —— 189 
208 Come Mortals, come, come, follow me, 196 


197 Cei:a thus fond Damon ſaid, 185 g 


19 Did you * cer a Shepherd, ye Ny mphs 
paſs this Way, —— — 20 


77 Deſcend each Goddeſs don't delay, —— 79 | 


96 Did ever Swain a Nymph adore, 


99 
144 Dear unrelenting cruel Fair, — 123 
290 Dear Clos don't Gripile, | — 17 


2 f Forgive ye Fair, nor take it Wrong, — 15 
22 From Clime to Clime, my Heart does rove, 23 
29 From all the Fair loquagious Kind, —— 28 
59 Fly ſwiftly ye Minutes, till Comur _— 57 
139 Fill me a Bowl, à mighty Bow], 
146 Farewel ungrateful Traitor, 
172 Forbear fond Creature to complain, —— 162 
192 Forbear, fond God, forbear your Dart, 181 


12 Gocd Father be peaceful, your Avarice 


129 


aſſuage. ap 13 | 


31 Give Ear O ye Shepherds, the Springs in 
full Prime — 30 


. 36 God ſave great George our King, — 
Go lovely Pair of Roſes go, — — — 71 


85 Give us Glaſſ.s my Wench, give us Wine 


171 Godde's of Faſe, leave Lethe's Brink, — "abi | 


30 How bleſt has my Time been, what Days 


have I known, — „ 


$7: 


oo. I WO WW WP o- 


: 


Song 


- 


147 Let me fly into thy Arm,. 


INDEX. 5 

— Page 
57 How pleaſing is Beauty, how ſweet are the 
Charms. k⸗ — 37 
88 Hail to the Myrtle Shade,  ——— 97 
130 How gentle was my Damon's Air, — 120 


141 How can I chuſe but weep my dear, 131 
| 158 How can they Taſte of Joys or Grief, — 150 


159 Harriot is a bonny, bonny, bonny, bonny, 
EN ne bonny Laſs, — 151 


179 How few amongſt the Thouſand Pairs, 169 


183 He comes, he comes, the Hero comes, — 
189 Haſte ye dull Hours to bring the promis d 


. m4 
195 How ſweet are the Flowers, how lovely 
the Spring, Es 


I In vain the F leeting Clouds we chide, — 3 
13 In all the Sex ſome Charms I find, — 1: 
17 I ſeek not at once ina Female to find, — 16 


65 [ll tell you what dear Betty,  — 65 
66 I am confirm'd a Woman can, — 
103 If Damen you ſhould chance to rove, 106 


115 I ſing of a Damſel, juſt turn'd of Sixteen, 115 


' 117 [I never love but one fair Maid, — 118 
120 In low'ring Clouds the Day was dreft, 


10 
132 If Love be à Fault, and in me thought a g 
138 I'll to ſome ſhady cool Retreat, — 128 


174 Fohn Anderſon, my Fo Fobhn, —— 165 


176 I fing not of Venus, nor Helen, nor ſuch, 167 


203 In a ſmall pleaſant Village, by Nature compleat, 
oe og ET. 191 


2 Let others ſing in loftier Lays, 


113 Leave your Parnaſſus, ſacred Nine, —— 11 4 
121 Love never more ſhall give thee Pain, — 110 
N 

22 


a 


INDEX. 


Song. Page. 
32 My Xs ur, O ye Shepherds! paſs'd ſweetly 


75 My ee City F — 885 75 


78 Muſick, Naſick can charm the human Heart, 80 
182 Marcus th young, the noble, and the . 173 


199 My Soget Laddie is Over the Seas, 1095 


60 Now Phebus u keth in the Weſt, ow 58 


69 No more filly Pipe be thy Sonnets addreſs'd, 68 
74 No Nymphs that trips the verdent Plains, 73 


82 Not Semeles atttacting Love, 86 
190 Nature gives all Creatures Arms, — 79 

7 On a Brook's grafly Brink, in the Willows 
cool Shade, __ 8 


9 On thee, Maria, wha 1 3 1 


41 Our Willie was made a Kirk Elder, 41 


95 O thou for whom my Lyre I ftring, 98 
105 O lovely Celia, h-avenly Maid, — — 108 
133 One Summer's Eve as Streben rov'd, -. 12 


143 Of good Engliſo Beer our Songs let's raiſe, 1 
Cn 162 () would' it thou know TY hat ſac red Charms, 154 


198 Oh! Pity Colin, cruel Fair, LS Won: 
200 Of Freedom two fond, or two wanton 8 

— with Pride, e 
201 On his Face, the Verna] my . 1 89 


17 Puſh about the brisk Bowl, ty ill enliven the 


Heart, ene | 18 
109 Phillis why ſhould we delay, — 110 
124 Palæmo low d Paflora, — 11213 
20⁰ Prithy Gentlemen ask me no more, 194 


17 Sunſhine mall ſucceed the Storm 12 


37 Smile, mile, Britannia ſmile, — 238 


| INDEX, 
Song. „„ © 
67 So brightly ſweet fair Nanny's Eyes, — 67 
72 Since Wedlock's in Vogue, and ſtale Virgin's 
diſpis'd, „ 


— 2 


0 


So See what Sweets this Wreath compoſe, — 92 
93 Says Damon to Phillis ſuppoſe my fond Eyes, 96 


' — TW —_—_—_—_ =o” SY * _ * 


99 Sportive Zephyrus fondly blowing, 102 
[: 100. Sick of the Town fuir Delia flew, 103 
| 101 Stretch'd on the Turf in Sylvan Shades, 104 
106 Sweet ate the Flowers that deck the Field, 108 
119 See, Stella, ſee that Chryſtial Stream, 120 
137 S.nce again bold Defiance appears in proud 
„ France,” DT ES. oO 

150 Spring returns, the Fawns advance, 129 

166 Spring renewing, all Things gay, 157 
187 Sweet NReſalind forbear to chide, 477 


14 Tom loves Mary, paſſing well,  — 14 
25 Tho' Winter's rude Proſpecte, begin to . 
))) EE 1 Jae 1 
35 Thou radiant Sun, triumphant Riſe, 35 
43 The Foc! thats \Wealthy, is ſure of a Bride, 43 
44 To ſome p::ty $i2ncr, go wheedle and whine, 44 
46 To dear Amariilis, young Strephen had long, 46 
48 The Miſer ſecurely, may ſoon fit at Home, 48 
| $52 Two Ears at a Time, are two many for Uſe, 51 


53 To an Arbour of Woodbines, ye both 
ſhall be led, — — — 1 
61 The lazy Morn, as vet undreſt, YT 
63 This World is a Stage,  — 61 
(8 To Fanny fair I would impart, 3 
72 The winged Boy in wanton Flight, 71 
®5 The Morning Cloud was ting'd with Gold, 88 
94 The Sun was ſunk beneath the Main, 97 
107 Too lovely Fair One 1 confe(s, 209 
122 The Pride of every Grove I choſe, 111 
125 Y the Glory of our Plains, 114 
N Ma e 


INDEX. 


oong.. Page. 
128 To Harriote all accompliſh'd Fair, 117 
129 Twas in the Bloom of May, 118 

134 Tis Wine makes us love, and Love makes us 

| drink, | 123 
1735 To keep my gentle 7eſſe, 124 


140 Twas on a River's verdant Side, 
: 153 That Jenny's my Friend, my Delight, and my 
ride, 145 


154 Too late for Redreſs, and too ſoon for my Eaſe, | 


— 18 
157 Tho- Begging is an honeſt Trade, 149 


362 'T was Moonlight, and the twinkling Stars died 


| —_—_, 153 
168 Twixt pleaſing Hope, and painful . 159 
** Thou calm- ray \ Spring , Whoſe bloom! ng 


25 Face, 160 
| 185 The brighteſt Bloom, the Roſe diſplays, 175 
1386 "Tis dull to live without deſign, 177 
788 The Morning freſh, the Sun in Fat, 178 
205 The Chace is o'er and on the Plain, 189 
207 The Card in, in Crowds we fly, 191 
E Vain! is every fond Endeavour, e 


6 Wat me ye Winds where Woodbines Ge 
10 Where Modes are fo Various, — 11 
18 When firſt by ſond Damm Favclla was ſeen, 19 
24 When I and my Sa), together do ftray, 24 
26 When firſt I Celia's Face beheld, — 26 
28 Who wculd deſpair, or pine with Grief, 27 

33 When fair Serena firſt I knew, — 33 

39 Would you think it my Duck (for the 

Fault I muſt own,) „ 

40 When I Survey thy matchleſs Face, 39 
45 When Britain firſt at Heaven's Command, 45 
54 When Pluſnes dy'd the Cheeks of Morn, 54 


1 N D E x. 


Song. 


56 What Cato adviſes moſt certainly wile is, 
58 With Horns and withHounds | waken the Day, 57 


62 Wine, Wine, 


is alone Ke. brisk 


Fountain of Mirth, 


64 When firſt I ſaw fair Fanny's s Eyes, 


70 


W hen I at my Window am gazing, 


84 When Damon languiſh'd at my Feet, 


go When the Roſe is in 1 Bud, and blew Violets 


92 


97 


102 


108 
=p 
123 
142 
145 
152 
161 
164 


| 1659 
170 


173 
174 
184 
| 194 


204 


blow, 

We've fought, we have e d an! 
England once more, 
W ho'll buy a Heart Myriilla cries, 
When c'er I meet my Celia's Eyes, 
With Head reclin'd the Snow-drop ſce, 
When Phebus with chearſul Ray, 
Where the Bee ſucks there lurk I, 


Wherever I'm gong and al: the Day long, | 
W hilt on thy dear Buſom 1) ing, | 


What Ship, hon:{t Brother Sailor, 
W hen La ppbo tun'd the raptur'd Strain, | 
Would you Taſte the Noon-tide Air, 
While Srrephon on fair Chloe hung, == 
Why heaves my fond Boſom, ah! what 

can it mean, 


Wien I livd in my Gabe 8 Cot, 


When yonder cooing Doves retire, 
Why has not Love Reflections Eyes, 
Wer't thou yet Fairer, than thou art, 


199 When Morn her ſweets, ſhall firſt unfold, 


While others firip the new fall'n Snow, 


Page. 


3 Ye Belles and ye F how, and ye pert little - 
Things, 
Ye Coxcombs and Beauxs, and ye grave 
wiſe Things, . 


4 


IND EX. 


8 3 
20 You tell me I'm lar ddt me, I know _— | 
bo true, — — . 
34 Young Collin tether Lay at * „ 
38 Je Sons of the Bottle, 3c "choices Spi: 170 ts All, 37] 
47 Ye Swains that are courtity a Mac, 49 
55 Young Colin the Blitheſt upon the gay Green, 55 
76 Ye Cit zens Wiſe, v.ho gave Ja, Hen your 
- Vo oice, f —— — | "IP 
80 Young Dar:las an art: f: Swain, — £2. 
111 Ye Nymphs and Swains that wert! y play, 112 
136 Ye Gods that round fair Celia wait, 125 


149 You ſpotted Snakes, with double Forgue, 128 
156 Ye Mot:als whom Fancies and Troubies per plex 


148 
i 165 You ſay you lov e, and twenty more, En. 56 
181 Ye Virgins who do luſlen to. — 171 
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